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    An Anniversary Threeway 
 
      
 
    We’re too old for this. The loud music thumping away to make the floor shake. The colored lights, swooping through the hordes of drunks. We met in a bar. This bar, actually. But that was a decade ago. It hasn’t changed much since then. Only the people have changed, the people we used to know replaced one by one with younger versions of themselves, like replicants. It’s a creepy thought. I wonder who was the last of our generation to stop coming here? Who looked around one night and realized that there was no one left from the old days? I wouldn’t know. We stopped hitting the bars before we got married. 
 
    It happens. You swear it won’t happen to you, and then it does. I used to love going out. But once you’ve met someone, it loses a lot of its appeal. I didn’t go out just to meet women, don’t get me wrong. But that was definitely part of it. Maybe a bigger part than I realized. When Jenny and I started dating, we’d still come down here on the weekends, to party with our friends. But slowly, as months turned into years, we just sort of stopped. This just isn’t my idea of a good time anymore. I like a drink as much as the next guy, believe me. But I’m at a point in my life where I’d rather not spend the money. I’d rather drink at home, or maybe in a bar I can walk home from, somewhere you can talk over the music with people you want to hang out with, instead of shouting over the noise of shrieking strangers. I know. I can hear it myself. I’m thirty-six years old, and I’m an old fart. And I’m ok with that. 
 
    Sipping my beer, I leaned against the bar and watched Jenny make her way through the crowd. She’s only a couple of years younger than me, but you wouldn’t know it. I guess she must look different than she did when we met, in this bar, ten years ago. But she looks the same to me. I still see that hot girl in her early twenties, her blond hair falling around her shoulders and her green eyes sparkling above a wicked smile that you can’t help but respond to. If anything, time has made her more beautiful, at least to me. The things we’ve been through together, the years we’ve endured, can be seen in the lean lines that give her pretty face the kind of gravitas that only comes with a life well spent. Watching her out there, mixing with the kids, I realized the difference. I mean, I’m a guy. We can’t help what we like, and we can’t help looking. In a bar packed with girls in their early twenties, my eyes were practically on stalks. But five minutes talking to any of these girls, and you’d want to blow your brains out. Everything’s so new and amazing, so awesome. Jenny’s not a girl. Jenny’s a woman. That’s what I like. 
 
    “Phew!” said Jenny as she stumbled towards me, her face flushed. She’d been dancing. I’ve never been a dancer, and I’m certainly not one now. Jenny rarely gets the opportunity. It was more pub than club, this place, but nevertheless, there was a small area of the floor where the kids were dancing. And Jenny had been right there in the middle of them, her hair flailing like a golden gale around her head as she moved her body to the beat, pressed in the crowd of strangers and having the time of her life. I kept my jealousy in check as I watched the young bucks pressing themselves against her. Jenny just laughed it off. I couldn’t blame them. My wife looked amazing in a scarlet dress that hugged her body tightly and black boots that rose to her knees. Her face was glowing as she leaned herself against the bar next to me.  
 
    “That was fun!” she beamed. Her teeth shone white in her smile, that broad, goofy grin I love so well, the smile you can’t help but echo on your own face whenever you see it.  
 
    “I bet,” I said, catching the barman’s eye as he set down three drinks in front of some giggling girls. “You looked like you were having fun.” 
 
    “I can still feel some guy’s boner pressed into my ass,” she said. Her eyes sparkled dangerously, and there was a growling in my chest that had nothing to do with the beers I had swallowed.  
 
    “Oh yeah?” I said casually. Jenny’s eyes flickered over my face. Her smile told me she didn’t believe my little act for a second. I trusted my wife. She wasn’t a cheat. But she was a fucking flirt, and it drove me crazy. And I encouraged it. That’s the simple truth. Not openly, I mean. But I rewarded the behavior. At her work Christmas party, the sight of her friendly hand on her boss’s arm, and some off-hand comment she made about how handsome he was on the way home, meant she barely got in the front door of our home before I had her dress off and her body bent over the sofa. Any time she so much as smiled at another man, she knew what I would do. The sex was so much hotter when there was a hint of jealousy to it. Like we were just dating again, all the passion coming back at the reminder that it could be taken away. I knew my wife was a beauty. But something about the thought of other men appreciating that beauty tripped some primal trigger in me, and made me need to reclaim her, to fuck her the way these strangers never could. And Jenny loved it as much as I did.  
 
    “I’d forgotten what twenty year old cock is like.” If I didn’t know my wife better, I might have thought her timing was accidental. After all, she had her back to the approaching barman. Her smiling eyes were locked on mine, studying my reaction. But she knew. Of course she knew. She raised her voice over the music as she spoke, and I saw the barman blink rapidly as her words reached his ears. 
 
    “Vodka soda,” I ordered over her head while Jenny smiled up at me. The air throbbed between us, the deep bass notes of the music pushed out of the pulsing speakers to make the walls shake. As the barman set down her drink, Jenny reached behind her without looking and picked it up. I watched as she pressed the cool glass to her forehead momentarily, her eyelids closing. Then she smiled up at me again as she wrapped her painted lips around the short black straw and sucked. She didn’t want me to do anything, I knew that. If I ever actually got upset, she’d be furious. I trusted her. But she loved to fuel the fire, my naughty wife. 
 
    “I’m not surprised,” I said. “You look hot as hell tonight.” 
 
    “Thank you.” Her slow smile spoke volumes. I was on my best behavior tonight, and she knew it. She could tease all she wanted. I wasn’t going to do anything to ruin our plan. 
 
    “Some hot girls out there, too,” Jenny said. Turning, she leaned her elbows on the bar beside me, the two of us gazing out into the heaving crowd.  
 
    “Definitely,” I said. It was a statement of fact. The bar was full of gorgeous young women dressed to impress, and my eyes roamed a forest of smooth young legs and ample cleavage bared by skimpy nighttime outfits. The way some of these girls dressed…I tried not to stare. The last thing a young woman on a night out needs is some middle-aged dude leering at her across the bar. But they didn’t make it easy. 
 
    “What do you think of her?” Jenny nodded towards the cramped dance floor, and I followed her gaze. In the middle of the crowd, a girl with jet black hair was moving her body to the beat. I had watched Jenny dancing with her just moments before. It was hard to get a good look at her face as she moved energetically in the shifting light. But her body…She was dressed in jeans that clung to every curve of her swinging hips, the shape of her thighs enticing beneath the tight denim. Her jeans disappeared into tall boots with a thin heel. Beneath her black tank top, her big breasts heaved and swayed, threatening to pop out of her low-cut top at any moment. She was undeniably hot, as I watched her dancing in the colored light. 
 
    “Yeah, she’s hot,” I said noncommittally. Jenny smiled around the straw as she took another sip of her drink. 
 
    “She is,” she said. “Look at those boobs! I’ve always been jealous of guys, getting to play with boobs like that. All the girls I’ve been with were on the smaller side.” I shifted my weight as I leaned against the bar, surreptitiously adjusting my jeans as I did so. Jenny knew what it did to me when she talked about her past. In ten years, we had been faithful to one another. But like I say, we met in this same bar. And before we did, Jenny got around. I don’t like to think about the men she was with before me. She never mentions them. She knows I don’t want to hear it. But the thought of her being with another woman - well, what guy wouldn’t want to see his wife going to town on some hot young chick? And that was what had drawn us back to this same bar, after an absence of years. It was our ten year anniversary. Jenny wanted to make it special. So while I booked us a flight, a hotel, a fancy meal in a high-end restaurant, Jenny came up with this. The weekend after our trip, and we were out cruising in the bar we met in. I offered her romance, and in return, she offered me sex. I could still hardly believe my luck as I took another swallow of beer.  
 
    “Do you think she’d be into it?” I asked. Now that the moment was here, I was kind of nervous. Things that seem like a good idea when discussed at home take on a different look when the moment of truth approaches. If Jenny had any similar nerves, she gave no sign of it. In fact, she was glowing, seemingly bursting with energy and excitement. It was like watching a retired athlete returning to play an exhibition game in the stadium that had hosted their former triumphs. Jenny fed off the energy in the room, like we were in our twenties again, and nothing mattered besides fun and music and sex, our adult careers and responsibilities far, far away.  
 
    “Only one way to find out,” Jenny said. Taking a final sip of vodka, she set down her glass, smiled at me again and stepped back into the crowd. I watched her go, her body sheathed in stretchy crimson fabric as she carved her way through the young men and women, towards the girl she had pointed out. I watched my wife’s hand touch the small of the girl’s back, and the girl turned, smiling at Jenny. I watched my wife sweep the girl’s hair back from her face to say something into her ear, and the girl nodded enthusiastically. Turning her back on the cluster of young men vying for her attention, she turned to face Jenny, the two of them dancing as though they were the only people in the room. Their bodies moved closer and closer together, and I watched their hips grind against one another in time to the music, and I swallowed flat beer as though it could quench the fire that raged inside me, the fire Jenny so happily fed.  
 
    The song ended, and I watched Jenny take the girl’s hand. Her eyes glowed as she led her through the crowd, smiling at me as she crossed the room towards me, and I gulped. It was happening. It was really happening. All the talk of rules and boundaries had led us here, to this point. Jenny was actually going through with it. I took another swig of the almost finished beer to disguise my nerves as the two women stood in front of me.  
 
    “Al, this is Andrea,” Jenny said. “Andrea, this is my husband Al.” I reached for the girl’s offered hand, trying to ignore the obvious jiggle of her breasts as she shook. She was no doubt used to it, the curse of well-endowed girls everywhere. Her eyelids sparkled with glitter over a pair of dark eyes, the iris such a deep shade of brown that it looked almost black. Her lips were full and pouting, like two soft pillows around her smiling mouth. She really was a very pretty girl. I was pleasantly surprised at my wife’s taste. Part of me had worried that she might go for the less feminine women, but I was happy to be proved wrong. 
 
    “Hi,” Andrea beamed. “Nice to meet you.” 
 
    “Hey, look, those guys are leaving,” Jenny said, rising on her tiptoes to watch a group of young men vacating a table in the corner. “Let’s go.” Once again, she took Andrea’s hand, and the younger women giggled as she followed my wife through the bar. I made my way behind them, a drink in each hand, and Jenny sighed with relief as she hurled herself onto the padded bench seat, pulling Andrea down beside her while I sat across the small table from them.  
 
    “That’s better,” Jenny sighed with relief. “These boots aren’t the best for dancing in.” 
 
    “They look hot, though,” Andrea said. 
 
    “Thanks,” Jenny beamed. “I like yours, too.” The woman were chatting like old friends already. There couldn’t have been a lot of conversation on the dance floor. Maybe it’s true, and women really are better at picking up on these things. I couldn’t tell myself. If a guy complimented me on an item of clothing, I’d pretty much assume he was gay. But it doesn’t work that way for women. Female sexuality seems to be much more fluid. Or else they just know better than to let their ego get in the way of a good time. After all, I had thought my wife was completely straight for years until she told me otherwise. She hadn’t been with a woman since before we met. And even though I knew she missed it sometimes, she left me in no doubt that it was me she wanted, me she loved. This was a way for her to have both. But it’s not as though I wasn’t looking forward to it, too. Even if nervousness had seized my guts, making me tongue-tied in front of this beautiful young woman. I haven’t tried to pick up a girl since I met Jenny. What game I had rusted away long ago.  
 
    “Andrea’s studying to be a dentist,” Jenny told me as the girl nodded, her black hair shining like silk with the movement of her head. 
 
    “Oh, cool,” I said, unsure of what other response I could offer. “Do you want a drink?”  
 
    “Rum and coke would be great,” she smiled. 
 
    “Same again for me, honey,” Jenny said. I stood and made my way through the crowd back towards the bar while the women talked. It seemed to take forever to get served, waiting among the jostling throng of youngsters determined to get wasted at any cost. The same silent barman served me at last, once he had finally torn himself away from a pack of shrieking girls. I took up the drinks in my hands, my old drink-carrying skills returning to me across the gulf of time since my boozehound days. The crowd parted reluctantly in front of me as I picked my way carefully through the bar, the drinks held out in front of me while I muttered apologies that were lost in the loud music. A young guy in a baseball cap reluctantly stepped aside, and I finally got a sight of the table where my wife sat with Andrea. 
 
    I stopped In my tracks. Over in the corner, her back to the wall, Jenny sat with her arms around her new friend. Their soft lips writhed on top of one another as they pressed their mouths together in a passionate kiss. My heart clenched in my breathless chest. I was watching my wife kiss another woman, and the evident lust in every line of her body ignited the fuse of my own desire. My cock started to swell in my jeans as I made my way towards the two of them, still clutching the drinks in my shaking hands. I sat down. I might as well not have been there for all the difference it made. Their eyes closed, the women went right on kissing while I watched.  
 
    * 
 
    “Oh fuck!” My whole body shuddered. The walls of our bedroom rang with cries of pleasure. The smell of sex permeated the humid air, three bodies twisting together in the sheets of a bed that had only ever known the two of us. I stood at the foot of the bed, my wife’s hips in my hands. My fingers sank into the soft skin of her hindquarters as I gripped her tightly while my body spasmed. Her perfect heart-shaped ass rocked beneath me, her back arched in pleasure as I fucked her aggressively from behind. Her knees were drawn up beneath her on the bed, her blonde hair falling in messy waves over her back. I was close. And as I let my eyes wander, up over Jenny’s back, following the inverted V of Andrea’s toned legs, I could feel my orgasm boiling furiously inside me.  
 
    Andrea lay back, sprawling on the pillows Jenny and I had picked out together. Her ink-black hair fanned across the pillow, stray strands sticking to the sheen of sweat that shone on her face. Her eyes were closed, the dark bars of her eyelashes casting prison-bar shadows across her flushed cheeks. Her swollen lips quivered. Her magnificent breasts bobbed and swayed with the rocking of the bed, the pert pink nipples erect and pointing up at the ceiling as she panted and moaned. She looked so beautiful, sprawled out that way, abandoning herself to sexual pleasure. It was jarring to see another woman besides my wife in my bed. But it was undeniably hot. And there was Jenny, her face buried between the shaking thighs of a woman we had met only hours earlier, licking pussy as though she were born to do it and making the younger woman cry out in ecstasy. It was everything I had dreamed of, my wife’s anniversary present to me, and yet it was far more exciting than I had ever imagined. I tried to hold out, to prolong the pleasure that was building inside me, but it was no use. With a gasp, I felt my cock throb inside Jenny’s warm pussy, my orgasm rising from my balls to erupt inside her in a flood of wet cum. I heard Jenny sigh as she felt my climax, the sound muffled between Andrea’s legs. As the last glow of pleasure swept through me, the last spurts of cum emptying themselves into my wife’s womb, I stepped back, slipping my glistening cock free of her clenching lips. Jenny raised her head from Andrea’s pussy, pushing her golden hair back from her face as she spoke to me over her shoulder.  
 
    “Are you done?” she asked. She had to know the answer to that, as my cum glistened wetly in her slick folds.  
 
    “Uh huh,” I nodded, smearing sweat on my own brow with the back of my hand as I took a shaking step backwards.  
 
    “Guess it’s just us girls then,” Jenny said. I could hear the smile in her voice, and Andrea let out a little giggle of pleasure as my wife returned her face to the younger woman’s pussy. Andrea’s hands made fists as she gripped the pillow behind her head and she moaned loudly as Jenny moved her head up and down between her partner’s thighs. It was unbelievable. I stumbled back against the bedroom wall, and slowly sank to the floor. I couldn’t tear my eyes away. My cock softened, and yet my arousal never seemed to abate while I played the audience to the lesbian bacchanal going on in my own bedroom.  
 
    Jenny sat up. Her face shone with Andrea’s flowing juices, and the scent of an unfamiliar pussy hung in the air. The dim light of the bedside lamps cast oblique shadows across her face as she turned to me, grinning wickedly. A tortured groan escaped me as I watched my wife lick her lips, savoring the taste of pussy as though it were fine wine. Then she turned her attention back to Andrea. Jenny shuffled forward on the bed, on her knees, smiling down at the other woman the whole time as she climbed up her body, pausing for a moment to play with Andrea’s big tits and make her squeal. Then she went on. I hardly dared breathe, as though the slightest sound from me would shatter the intoxicating illusion, as I watched my wife swing her leg over Andrea’s head. She turned as she did so, twisting her body to face me as she straddled the other woman’s face. I saw Andrea’s hands on Jenny’s thighs, her face on the pillow below my wife’s dripping pussy, her mouth open and ready to receive her as Jenny settled into position. A wet, slurping sound filled the room as Andrea began to lick my wife’s pussy, and the same shudder of monstrous arousal rippled visibly through both our bodies, mine and Andrea’s, husband and wife. My limp cock twitched against my thigh, struggling against physics as my arousal swelled, my body glowing with a desire I couldn’t act on, at least not yet. Jenny’s eyes opened, and she smiled as she watched me watching her, her body moving rhythmically as she ground herself against Andrea’s face.  
 
    “That’s right, pretty girl,” Jenny cooed, her pupils burning like twin flames at the bottom of a blue-green ocean as she grinned across the bedroom at me. “Eat it all up. Swallow my husband’s cum like a good girl.” Andrea’s slender neck swelled, and I moaned again as I watched, knowing that this girl was eating my cum from my wife’s pussy. A threesome had been my wife’s idea, but I had never imagined it like this. Jenny was greedy. She had kept Andrea more or less to herself, playing with the young woman while I fucked her. Now I was out of commission, at least temporarily, cursed with a refractory period that wouldn’t allow me to do what I so desperately wanted to do. Andrea’s pussy shone between her damp thighs, still glistening with my wife’s saliva. My reaching fingers found my cock, willing it to harden again so that I could rejoin the moaning women.  
 
    “Oh fuck,” Jenny gasped, her eyes closing again, “that’s good. Oh, that’s so fucking good. I forgot how good this feels.” Jealousy roasted my heart as I watched. I hadn’t seen my wife enjoy herself so much in our bed in years. Maybe not ever. My lust-addled brain couldn’t decide who it was I most wanted to trade places with. They both seemed impossibly lovely to me, impossibly lovely and impossibly remote, the bed high above me as I sat slumped on the floor, betrayed by my body.  
 
    “Oh, you’re a good little cunt eater,” Jenny groaned. Leaning forward, she reached for Andrea’s boobs, and I watched the young woman’s body shudder as my wife tweaked her nipples with both hands. The pale expanse of Andrea’s boobs juddered as she convulsed, and Jenny leaned forward, her own smaller breast dangling from her body as she dug her fingernails into Andrea’s thighs. “Look at this pussy,” Jenny said, addressing me as her fingers framed Andrea’s sex. “Look at this tight little cunt. I bet you’d love to put your dick in there, wouldn’t you?” Jenny was pretty free of inhibitions in the bedroom. But I’d never heard her talk like this. Of course, we’d never done anything like this before. As I stroked myself to the intoxicating sight, I could feel my wet cock beginning to harden once more.  
 
    “Yes,” I panted, nodding my head, “I would.” 
 
    “Ooh, yeah,” Jenny cooed. Andrea’s licking was beginning to take hold of her, making her breath come fast and heavy in her chest as her body responded. I climbed to my feet, propping myself against the wall as I watched Jenny slip her fingers inside Andrea’s dripping pussy. The younger woman moaned beneath my wife, her licking becoming more urgent as pleasure erupted under my wife’s skilled hands. My cock swelled in my fist as Jenny’s hand began to move, her fingers slipping easily into Andrea’s pussy while both women moaned in pleasure. Unable to resist any monger, I stepped forward, cock in hand, ready to empty myself a second time. 
 
    “No no, honey,” Jenny said in a voice that cracked with pleasure. “This is girl’s time now. You just watch, ok?” The blood roared in my ears. My brow furrowed. What was Jenny saying? I was ready to go again, or close enough that it made no difference. Now she was turning me away? 
 
    “Here,” she smiled. Andrea gasped as Jenny drew her fingers slowly out of the woman’s pussy. Her damp digits shone as she held them out towards me. I could smell Andrea’s pussy more strongly now, at once unfamiliar and unmistakable. “You can have a little taste, that’s all,” Jenny said, smiling wickedly. Her green eyes glowed. I hesitated, still stroking my rapidly hardening cock. But my resistance was feeble. As though in a trance, I leaned forward. Jenny let out a peal of laughter as I opened my mouth and took her fingers between my lips, the taste of Andrea’s juices filling my mouth as I sucked my wife’s fingers clean.  
 
    “Don’t swallow,” Jenny ordered. Her fingers made a wet popping sound as she pulled them from my mouth. She reached out towards me, her hand gripping the back of my head, and our lips met as she pulled me towards her, her tongue pushing forcefully into my mouth as we shared the taste of the sexy stranger splayed out beneath us. Her tongue pushed against mine, her lips writhing as though in combat with my own while she aggressively ravaged my mouth. When she finally pulled back, releasing the back of my head, her eyes shone brighter than before. 
 
    “Good boy,” she said. “Now you go back over there and watch me fuck this slut. You can jerk off if you want. This time. But don’t interrupt us. I want you to watch. I want you to watch how to really fuck a woman.” As though she had physically pushed me, I stumbled backwards. My cock was raging now, as though encouraged by rejection. As though it had something to prove. But the moaning women had no need of me, or any other man. The night was torn by their cries as Andrea licked Jenny while Jenny fingered Andrea, and I watched Andrea’s pussy clench tightly around my wife’s fingers as she came, soaking the sheets below her in her passion. I let out a long moan of frustration as Jenny lowered her head and began once again to lick Andrea’s pussy, sucking and licking her clit while her fingers continued to slide and and out of her snatch like a piston. The younger woman was screaming now, howling her pleasure into Jenny’s crotch and making me wife sob in pleasure. It went on forever. One woman came, and then the other, and then both together, and yet still they carried on. The sheets were soaked in sweat and cum and twisted into strange tangles as the women changed positions, now fingering, now licking, now wrapping their legs around one another as they ground their dripping pussies together and shrieked at the unhearing ceiling. My cock raged as though ready to burst, my balls boiling as my hot pleasure spurted from my shaft. I came on the bedroom floor as I watched this stranger fuck my wife, and still the show went on. 
 
    By the time the two women collapsed on the bed, exhausted, their naked bodies shining with sweat and glutted with pleasure beyond anything I’d ever know, the sun burned high in the sky outside. 
 
      
 
    My Wife’s Girlfriend 
 
      
 
    Slippery with sweat, my hand gripped the cool metal of our headboard. Jenny yelped in pleasure as I drove my body against hers, plunging my cock into her wet sex until I was buried in her up to the hilt, the wet walls of her pussy gripping my cock hungrily as her body shook with bliss. My eyes were screwed shut as I moved above her, her loud cries of pleasure filling the air as the bed rocked beneath us. Her fingernails raked my back, and the slight pain lit a tiny flame in my body that struggled to compete with the annihilating pleasure of my sparking nerves. My balls tightened as my cock pulsed, and I could feel my orgasm rising up my shaft as I launched my cum deep into my wife’s hungry pussy.  
 
    And all the time, the image of Andrea danced in front of my closed eyes. As though she were right there in the room with us, I could see every curve of her body, the smoothness of her skin, her heavy breasts rocking up and down as she cried out in pleasure, just as Jenny was doing now. I could see her dark hair fanned out across the pillow, her face shining as though in the middle of a pool of ink, the sweat of sex glistening on her young body. I shuddered as I came, a long moan escaping from between my clenched teeth. Beneath me, Jenny sighed as she felt my body relax. I withdrew and rolled over, sprawling on the bed beside her. My chest swelled, and sank, and swelled again. I could feel my heart thumping in my chest, pushing the bright blood through my cooling veins. My wife’s anniversary present to me had been a gift that kept on giving. I couldn’t forget the sight of my wife having sex with another woman, or the powerful feelings it stirred up in me. The frustration of only being able to watch still clung to me like the smell of smoke. It woke me up at night sometimes. It made my cock swell at inopportune moments, as out of control as a teenager’s. Bringing Andrea into our relationship wasn’t just a gift to me. Jenny was most definitely reaping the rewards herself. It’s not like I had any real complaints about our sex life before. But now it was different. Like back when we were first dating, those days when we were young and could hardly keep our hands off of one another.  
 
    The muscles of my stomach throbbed dully as I lay back against the pillow, beside my wife. I’m not twenty five any more, even if we’re fucking as though we are. But I’m not complaining. Sex is the only form of exercise I enjoy, and no matter what toll it was taking on my body, I had no intention of slowing down. Andrea’s influence made us mad for each other. While I gathered my breath, sprawled out on the mattress, I heard Jenny chuckle. Craning my neck, I saw she was looking at something on her phone. 
 
    “What is it?” I asked. 
 
    “Oh, nothing,” she smiled. The phone whirred quietly in her hand as she rapidly typed out and sent a message. Somewhere deep in my torso, an iron claw gripped my guts. It wasn’t nothing. It was Andrea. I knew it.  
 
    It had been two weeks since our night with Andrea. I hadn’t seen the young woman since, except in my dreams, and the memories tinged with fantasy that crowded my waking hours. But Jenny had her number. It’s too easy these days, with all this social media. Even the most casual acquaintance sticks around forever. Ships don’t pass in the night anymore, they share pictures and status updates forever. I had to abandon my own Facebook account. I got sick of seeing pictures of the kids of people I hadn’t spoken to since middle school. We’re not friends. We would never be friends. Why maintain the pretense?  
 
    But Jenny and Andrea, it seemed, were definitely becoming friends. Real friends, not just online ones. Jenny chuckled again as her phone buzzed with Andrea’s reply, and I bristled. It was entirely possible, given Jenny’s character, that she knew exactly how much it annoyed me that she couldn’t wait to jump on her phone the minute I climbed off her to chat to her new pal. The woman lived to fuck with me. Usually, I find her little games charming. You’d have to, to endure them for ten years like I have. But this was one of those times when I wondered if it was going too far. I couldn’t shake the suspicion that they were talking about me. And that stirred up all kinds of feelings I’d have a hard time explaining, even to myself. I know husbands and wives are supposed to talk about everything. But I kept my mouth shut. I wasn’t sure myself how I felt about the way things were going, so how could I explain it to her? 
 
    “Oh my God, that’s too funny!” Jenny shrieked with laughter, and now I knew she was taunting me. I folded my arms as I leaned back against the pillows, silently fuming. I could feel Jenny’s gaze on me as she peeked at me from the corner of her eyes, while I lay staring at the ceiling. She set the phone down on her bedside with a heavy thump. 
 
    “Andrea’s crazy,” she said. The sheets sighed as she turned onto her side to face me, following the motion of her body across the bed.  
 
    “You were talking to Andrea?” I said, as though I didn’t know. 
 
    “She’s just so fucking hot,” Jenny said. Her fingers performed a delicate little dance down my chest, plucking lightly at the thin dusting of hair above my folded arms. I felt kind of stupid, sulking like that. I didn’t want to give in. I didn’t want to let Jenny get around me so easily, the way she always does. But my wife is not an easy woman to resist. 
 
    “Don’t you think?” she prompted. Her hand gripped my arm, sliding over my bicep, exploring. She had cum, I knew that. I prided myself on always getting my wife to cum before I did, at least once. It’s the least a husband can do, really. But women are different. Harder to arouse initially than guys, who only need a glimpse of leg or a smile or a fucking stiff breeze. But once women get going, they don’t want to stop. I had witnessed that first hand as Jenny and Andrea explored each other’s bodies. It seemed to go on forever, one orgasm after another. They only stopped through sheer exhaustion. It was almost scary to watch. Kind of like how the Neanderthals must have felt the first time they saw a tribe of our ancestors moving in on their turf. There was a gnawing sense that I might soon become obsolete. 
 
    “Yeah, she’s hot,” I said, as Jenny’s hand continued to roam over my chest. She was. There was no denying that. I love my wife, and to me, she’s the sexiest creature alive. But young, busty Andrea was a stunner. I had to give her that. That was part of what worried me, in fact. I was facing the straight guy’s dilemma when confronted with female bisexuality. If Jenny could sleep with Andrea, why would she ever sleep with me? 
 
    “She sent me a photo,” Jenny went on. Her green eyes shone above her goofy grin, the one that melted my heart every time I felt it hardening towards her. Raising her hand from my skin, she reached across towards the bedside table and scooped up her phone. Then she turned back to me, her golden hair hanging in a loose curtain down towards the pillow as she swiped a finger across the screen. “She went out shopping today,” Jenny went on, her eyes on the screen now as its pale blue reflection showed in her pupils. “Underwear shopping. She sent me a photo of what she bought.” Grinning, Jenny handed the phone to me. I frowned as my eyes adjusted to the bright light coming from the phone. There was Andrea, in classic selfie pose, her phone held slightly above her as she peered up at the camera the way every woman knows how to do now. The view of her deep cleavage was mouth-watering, her round breasts pressed together in a silver and black bra that supported acres of lovely flesh as it swelled above the ample cups. 
 
    “Look at those boobs,” Jenny said. “I just want to bury my face in there and motorboat the shit out of those things.” My cock twitched against my thigh. Sated and spent only moments before, the combination of Andrea’s photo and my wife’s dirty talk was making it respond again.  
 
    “She’s…yeah,” I said lamely. Despite all that had happened between us, I still wasn’t one hundred per cent comfortable talking about how good other women looked in front of my wife. Jenny obviously had no such qualms.  
 
    “Yeah she is,” Jenny grinned. Her hand slid over my stomach now, heading inexorably downwards, and my cock rose to meet it as Jenny moved along my body. “She wants to see us again,” Jenny said, her voice quiet now. “This weekend, maybe. What do you think?” Jenny’s fingertips brushed the soft skin of my cock, and my member swelled beneath her hand as she coaxed it back to life. I moaned softly as her fingers wrapped around my member, squeezing slightly while my shaft hardened in her grip. It was almost comically easy to manipulate me, at least for her. Andrea’s cleavage shone on the glowing screen as my wife began to stroke my cock. 
 
    “Yeah,” I mumbled, breathing heavily through my nose, “I guess we could.” Jenny’s smile widened.  
 
    “Good,” she said softly. “She’s got some pretty wild ideas. Kids these days. I don’t know where they get it from.” 
 
    “What kind of ideas?” Despite the arousal that was bubbling up inside me, I was cautious enough still to be at least a little concerned. But Jenny just smiled, rising on the bed as she sat up, rubbing my cock rhythmically.  
 
    “You’ll see,” she said. I moaned again, the pleasure mounting in my body under her expert touch. As I moved to sit up, Jenny’s free hand on my chest pushed me back down onto the mattress. 
 
    “No, no,” she said softly. “Just stay there. Keep looking at her photos.” The mattress bounced slightly as Jenny shifted her position, and her long hair tickled my thighs as she lowered her head to my groin. I moaned out loud as I felt her warm lips on my cock, and pleasure soared through me as she took me into her mouth. On the screen, Andrea’s dark eyes smiled above her huge breasts, and I stared at the picture of the beautiful young woman while my wife sucked my cock. Even when Andrea wasn’t there with us, she was always there with us. 
 
    * 
 
    Andrea was on her way. The air in our house was electric. As though it was the night before Christmas, you could feel the anticipation in the air. We couldn’t control ourselves. I knew we should hold off. I wanted to save myself for when the young woman arrived, holding off my orgasm so that I could give both women what they wanted. But it was tough. That little basket of bread on the table looks so good when you’re really hungry. And we were really, really hungry. Making out on the couch like a couple of teenagers, we pressed our bodies against one another, our hands slipping eagerly under each other’s rumpled clothes. I could feel Jenny purring deep in her throat as I kissed her neck, her hair falling softly around my face as I made my way down to her collar bone, showering every millimeter of her skin with affection as though it would assuage the rampant desire that had me in its talons, instead of adding fuel to the fire. She was no better. Jenny held me tight, her hips rolling as she ground herself against my leg. Just the thought of Andrea’s arrival could do this to us. It was insane, the power this young student had over us, a married couple. But I wasn’t about to complain.  
 
    “Come on.” Jenny’s voice was breathy, her breath already rushing in and out of her, just the way my own blood was racing. Shifting on the couch, she pulled away from me, rising up on her knees to loom above me. Her eyes glowed green as glass as she smiled down on me. “Get those pants off,” she demanded. 
 
    “Shouldn’t we wait for Andrea to get here?” I feebly protested. 
 
    “I don’t care,” Jenny panted. Her hands reached for the bulging front of my pants, and her fingers fumbled with the buckle of my belt. I was wearing the canvas type of belt that day, the kind that closes with a saw-toothed clasp, with no need for holes. The clasp sprang open under Jenny’s hands, and she hurriedly pulled the belt apart while my cock raged inside my jeans. The belt whispered through the loops of my pants as my wife pulled it free, and the zipper parted under her fingers, and suddenly my cock was free. I heard the small sigh of pleasure Jenny made as she reached for it, soon to be drowned out by my own long moan as she took my throbbing length in her hand.  
 
    “You’re my husband,” she said greedily. “Come on. Get up.” Jenny slipped away from me, rising to her feet in front of the couch, and I mutely stood in front of her. She smiled up at me as she stroked my cock again, and we pressed our lips together in a passionate kiss right there in the living room. Then Jenny stepped away. Her lips shone as she smiled wickedly, and I followed, my cock jutting out in front of me as though straining towards her, as though it was pulling me behind it like the parachute on a hot rod. In some corner of my mind still capable of rational thought, I was surprised that she didn’t lead me to the bedroom, as I had expected. Instead, she stepped towards the kitchen, her rumpled clothes half undone around her tempting body as she pulled out a chair from the dining room table.  
 
    “Sit down,” she said. I didn’t argue. Why would I? The light in her eyes spoke of some naughty plan, and whatever it was, I wanted to be part of it. I sat in the chair that Jenny had positioned to face the living room, and she stood behind me, her hands on my shoulders as she bent over me. We kissed, my tongue exploring her wet mouth while hers sparred with mine, my heart racing faster and faster while my cock throbbed in the empty air. I inhaled the scent of her shampoo as her hair tumbled over my face. Then she straightened up, and I craned my neck to watch over my shoulder as she crouched behind me and seized my hands. 
 
    “What are -” I managed to get out. But Jenny moved quickly. In my aroused state, I had barely noticed that she was still holding my belt in her hand. In seconds, she had made a loop with it and slipped it over both of my wrists. Then she pulled the belt tight. The canvas hissed through the buckle as my wrists were drawn together, and I heard the snap of the buckle being closed, locking my hands together behind my back. The buckle was completely out of my reach. I tested the belt, but the thick canvas barely moved as I tried in vain to pull my wrists apart. I heard Jenny hum happily as she took the long trailing end of the belt and tied it around the wooden spurs of the chair, pinning my arms behind my back. My cock throbbed. I was helpless now. 
 
    “What are you doing?” I tried again. 
 
    “Just trying something out,” Jenny shrugged. With my hands fully secured, she stepped back around to face me, her eyes sparkling with pleasure. I felt incredibly vulnerable as she looked me up and down, taking in the sight of my erect cock and smiling, thoroughly pleased with herself. 
 
    “Come on, untie me,” I said, the smile on my face belying the inner turmoil I felt. “Andrea will be here any minute.” 
 
    “I know,” Jenny grinned. Her jeans strained around her toned thighs as she straddled my lap, lowering herself down onto me. My hard cock was pinned beneath her as she placed her arms over my shoulders. A thin layer of denim and underwear was all that kept me from her sex. The belt buckle creaked as I tested it again, and Jenny kissed me again, more aggressively this time, biting my lower lip playfully while she ravaged my mouth. As the rough kiss broke, she placed her cheek against mine and whispered in my ear, “Whose idea do you think this was?” 
 
    My cock throbbed. I had never been tied up before. Back in my single days, I had a girlfriend who was into that kind of thing. She liked to be tied down and fucked hard, and I indulged her once or twice. But I never felt comfortable with it. It always felt a little bit wrong, forcing myself on a woman like that, even when I knew it was exactly what she wanted. But as I sat beneath my wife and helplessly waited for our sexy young partner to arrive, I could suddenly see the appeal. Being at someone’s mercy blocks out all the doubts and insecurities that plague even the best of us. Nothing sharpens your focus like giving up control. Slowly, teasingly, Jenny pulled her shirt over her head, and her soft breasts swelled in her bra right in front of my face. Casting her shirt carelessly to the floor, she gripped the back of my head, forcing my face into her cleavage. I kissed and licked her smooth skin, overwhelmed with the feminine scent of her as I nuzzled my face into her boobs. She reached behind herself, casting off her bra in one smooth motion to merge with her discarded shirt on the dining room floor. I watched breathlessly as she took her breasts in her hands, lifting them slightly while her burning green eyes stared down at me. She wasn’t smiling anymore. Instead, her face had taken on an expression of almost angry desire, a kind of intimidating lust showing in her blazing eyes and parted lips, as though she was preparing to devour me. Her pink nipples were erect as she pushed one breast towards me. 
 
    “Kiss,” she ordered. Her command was redundant. Before the word left her lips, I was reaching forward as far as I was able, my puckered lips straining towards her. But it was a giddy thrill to be bossed around like this, to be commanded to do what Jenny knew full well I wanted just as much as her. The moan she gave as I sucked her nipple into my mouth raised the hairs on the back of my neck while my trapped cock throbbed beneath my wife’s parted legs.  
 
    “Oh yeah,” Jenny breathed as my tongue slid over her engorged flesh. I could feel her hips beginning to rock, grinding her pussy against my shaft as she sat on top of me, and the electric jolts of pleasure flared like the lights of an airport runway, all along my spine. The belt held tight as I nuzzled into her chest, pushing my face against her as though trying to merge with her completely, and she groaned and moaned as I moved my mouth from one erect nipple to the other, sucking and licking for all I was worth. 
 
    “I bet you wish these were Andrea’s big tits, don’t you?” Jenny cooed. My cock throbbed. The thought of the young woman’s impressive cleavage erupted in my lust addled mind. There’s nothing wrong with my wife’s boobs, not at all. She’s a very well-proportioned C cup. But there’s something primal in the appeal of a giant rack like Andrea’s.  
 
    “Yes,” I moaned around a mouthful of nipple. Far from being angry, Jenny laughed. 
 
    “Well, maybe if you’re good, she’ll let you suck on her big tits,” she taunted. “But for now, you’re going to suck on mine.” She yelped in pleasure as I sucked a damp nipple back into my mouth, my tongue swirling over the hard bud as she writhed on top of me. When the doorbell rang, we both jumped, startled out of our pleasure by the intruding world we had all but forgotten about in our desire for one another. Jenny smiled down at me, letting the sound of the single chime fade in the charged air while I stared uncertainly up at her. 
 
    “Come in,” she said, still looking at me as she raised her voice to be heard through the front door of our house. “It’s open.” My stomach flipped as the door opened, and I could feel Jenny shudder with excitement on top of me. I peered around my wife’s naked torso to see Andrea step into our house for the second time. Seeing instantly what was going on between us, she smiled, and shut the door behind her.  
 
    She was more beautiful than I remembered. Even dressed down as she was, in a simple top and a pair of tight jeans, Andrea was a knockout. Her top strained over the huge mounds of the breasts my wife had just taunted me with, while her hair fell around her shoulders, black as a moonless night sky. Her eyes, as jet black as her hair, shone like ebony. The swell of her hips made my cock lurch as she swayed her way across the living room towards us, her high heeled shoes rapping on the floor with every step as she approached, a metronomic countdown to the moment we had been waiting for for days. Jenny turned her head to face Andrea as the younger woman came up behind her, and that inky black hair cascaded over Jenny’s bare breasts as Andrea bent her head over my wife. My cock throbbed desperately as the two women kissed, right in front of me, Jenny’s tongue exploring Andrea’s mouth with every bit as much passion and desire as it had previously explored mine. Sitting back, I watched, my guts twisted with jealousy and desire, as Andrea wrapped her arms around Jenny from behind, cupping my wife’s breasts in her hands as she teased the nipples still wet with my kisses, helping herself to what I was so emphatically denied. Finally, the kiss broke, and Andrea’s sparkling eyes smiled as she looked at me. I could barely meet her gaze. The look of triumph and scorn on her pretty face made me feel as though I was shrinking before her.  
 
    “What’s going on here?” Andrea purred. Her voice was deeper than you would expect from such a pretty young girl, with an edge to it that made me think of molten chocolate and dark red wine. Jenny smiled happily up at her as she spoke. 
 
    “He was just getting me ready for you,” she said, casting a quick, mischievous glance my way before returning her green eyes to her young lover. “I was having him kiss my tits. But he’d much rather be kissing yours.” 
 
    “I didn’t say that,” I spluttered. Andrea’s boobs were phenomenal. But my wife’s body excited me as much now as it did the day we met. But Jenny only smiled at me. This game of lust and jealousy, I was learning, had its rules. Over Jenny’s shoulder, Andrea grinned at me.  
 
    “What, these, you mean?” My eyes widened as Andrea pulled down her top. Her round breasts looked ready to burst out of the push-up bra that barely contained them. She bent at the waist, revealing more of her luscious orbs as she stooped. I groaned as Jenny turned to her lover, and she watched my face from the corner of her eye while she pressed her mouth to Andrea’s deep cleavage. My cock ached underneath Jenny as it throbbed and strained while I watched my wife kiss the younger woman’s boobs. “I think your wife likes them too,” Andrea smiled, and Jenny made a noise in her throat as she nodded, unwilling to move her lips from the other woman’s breasts for even a second. “But you don’t get to kiss my tits,” Andrea went on it that voice of hers, the voice that made my blood race in the echoing chambers of my lustful heart. “Not yet. You have to earn that privilege.” I barely knew this girl, and she was talking to me like I was a dim-witted child. But it was turning me on. I watched her hands on Jenny’s breasts, tugging lightly at the erect nipples of my wife and making her squeal with pleasure while she kissed and licked Andrea’s magnificent tits. The belt bit into my wrists as I uselessly struggled. Something told me I was in for a long and frustrating night. 
 
    “He wants to fuck you so bad,” Jenny chuckled as she finally lifted her mouth from Andrea’s cleavage. Her shining eyes were on me as she spoke, her hands still holding Andrea’s breasts while Andrea toyed with hers. She smiled wickedly as she teased me, and my cheeks burned with shame. “Silly boy.” 
 
    “He is a silly boy,” Andrea giggled. “Doesn’t he know that orgasms are for girls?” 
 
    “I guess not,” Jenny grinned. They were both looking at me, black and green, and I felt like a rabbit cornered by two slavering she-wolves. I was completely at their mercy. They knew it. And they loved it. And so did I. 
 
    “Turn around,” Andrea said in a voice thick with lust. Jenny smiled as she rose from my lap and turned. The two women kissed again, a long, searching kiss this time, and I watched in helpless torment as Andrea deftly undid the front of Jenny’s jeans. The fabric fell to the floor around her ankles, and Jenny stepped out of her jeans, kicking them carelessly aside as she did so. I gasped as I watched Andrea’s hand between my wife’s legs. 
 
    “You little slut,” I heard her growl, while Jenny just giggled. “Look how wet these panties are. Did you get wet thinking about me, or about your husband?” Jenny didn’t answer at first. She turned her head to stare at me over her shoulder, and the look in her eyes made me shiver once again as she slowly smiled. 
 
    “You, Andrea,” she said, slowly, happily, savoring her superiority as she threw my inadequacy in my face. My cock bobbed and lunged in the air as my wife humiliated me. “It’s always you. We both want you so bad. Please fuck me, Andrea.” 
 
    “Get the fuck down there.” Andrea’s rich voice took on a menacing edge as she suddenly snarled, and her hand on Jenny’s shoulder suddenly pushed my wife to her knees. Jenny yelped in surprise. But she understood her role. Humbly, she kneeled at Andrea’s feet while she undid her jeans and pulled the clinging denim down. As she hooked her fingers under the younger woman’s panties and pulled those down too, I writhed in my seat. The smell of Andrea’s arousal was intoxicating. My cock was dark with blood as I listened to my wife lick and kiss Andrea’s pussy, her golden hair shining in the electric light as she bobbed her head up and down in a steady rhythm. Andrea’s eyelids fluttered, her dark lashes casting mobile shadows on her cheeks, and she sighed in pleasure as my wife serviced her. But Andrea kept her eyes open. Those jet black orbs caught and held mine. She wanted me to watch. She wanted to see me. The look of conquest in her glare was at once terrifying and impossibly sexy. Her fingers showed through the long hair on the back of Jenny’s head as Andrea took her pleasure right in front of me, secure in the knowledge that there was nothing I could do about it.  
 
    “Oh yeah,” Andrea breathed. “Lick that pussy, slut. Look at your wife. Your slutty little wife, on her knees…oh fuck…oh, that feels so good…your wife was born to eat pussy….” My cock throbbed as the tirade of abuse washed over me. The crueler Andrea was, the more beautiful she became. I couldn’t tear my eyes away from her voluptuous form as her pleasure mounted. It seemed as though Jenny had completely forgotten about me as she buried her face in her new lover’s swollen folds. But Andrea hadn’t. There was a dangerous gleam in her eye as she stared at me, her arousal heightened by her easy victory over me. And yet I couldn’t help it. I was as hard as I’d ever been, knowing I was beaten. This young woman was probably in seventh grade when I fell in love with Jenny. And yet she had walked so easily into our marriage, her irresistible body the only weapon she needed to make us both succumb to her sexual power. The erotic tension was near unbearable as she finally closed her glittering eyes and shrieked her pleasure at the ceiling, the tendons rising like steel cables in her neck as she threw back her head and roared. I watched her legs shake as my wife gripped her thighs, rocking in her tall heels as she came. The wet sound of her pleasure filled our house as Jenny swallowed the sudden flood of Andrea’s cum.  
 
    “Oh my God,” I gasped as I watched the spectacle taking place right in front of me. Gently, Andrea pushed Jenny’s head away. Her eyes opened, and a broad grin broke across her flushed face as she stared at me again. “Please,” I gasped, barely conscious of the words that were leaving my dry mouth, “untie me!” 
 
    “Oh no,” Andrea grinned maliciously, “we won’t be doing that.” I winced as she reached out and seized a handful of Jenny’s blonde hair, and my wife sprang to her feet as Andrea pulled her up. “And I don’t remember giving you permission to speak.” Still holding Jenny by the hair, she turned her to face the wall, and her free hand reached out and seized my wife’s panties. I heard a stitch pop as she roughly tugged the underwear down Jenny’s legs. My wife’s passivity made my body growl with desire as she allowed the younger woman to manhandle her so easily. Jenny stepped out of her fallen panties, and Andrea pulled her hair, making her bend at the waist. “Pick them up,” she ordered, and my wife wordlessly obeyed. As she bent to retrieve the underwear, Andrea brought her hand down with a sharp crack on Jenny’s bare ass, and my wife yelped in pleasure and pain. But Andrea wasn’t done. As Jenny straightened up again, Andrea stepped towards me, pulling Jenny along with her. 
 
    “Stuff those panties in your husband’s mouth,” she ordered. “I don’t want to hear any more of his whining.” I gasped involuntarily. Jenny’s eyes sparkled. She balled up the panties in her hand and bent awkwardly over me with Andrea still holding her hair. I didn’t even try to resist as Jenny pushed the damp wad of her panties into my mouth. The taste of her was strong, as though woven into the fabric. My cock ached with desire as I tasted my wife. 
 
    “Good girl,” Andrea sneered. “Now, come with me.” My eyes followed the women as Andrea turned, leading Jenny away by her hair. For the first time, I saw my wife resist. 
 
    “Can Al watch?” she asked. Andrea paused. She turned to look at me over her shoulder, then turned her attention to Jenny. 
 
    “Maybe next time,” she smiled. “Right now, I want you all to myself. I’m going to fuck your brains out in your husband’s bed, and I don’t want to hear any of his sniveling.” With that, she turned. Bent slightly at the waist, Jenny stumbled after her as her lover dragged her by the hair to our bedroom. I heard the bed springs sigh, and then I heard my wife moan. Another sharp crack of skin on skin echoed through the house, and then the moans of female pleasure began. My mouth was filled with the taste of my wife’s arousal, and I sucked her wetness from the underwear while I listened to Andrea use my wife. Just as I feared. It was going to be a really long night. 
 
      
 
    Andrea Takes Control 
 
      
 
    Slumped. Defeated. I sat in the kitchen chair like a sack of potatoes, my head hanging. The chair was not uncomfortable, as far as wooden chairs go. But my legs were starting to go numb. The belt that tied my hands behind my back and to the slats of the chair allowed me to shift in my seat at least, just to keep the circulation going. But that was all. Let’s be honest, it was a kitchen chair. I could have picked it up and moved it, if I wanted to. But where was I going to go? And what would I do when I got there? There was no realistic way that I could see out of my predicament. All I could do was wait. 
 
    Besides. Did I really want to be out of it? My cock surged with arousal. If I could, I would have touched myself. I wouldn’t have been able to resist. But wouldn’t that spoil all the fun? My wife certainly seemed to think so. And maybe she was right. Waiting on these two beautiful women was such sweet torment. But it was the hottest thing I had ever experienced. Jerking off while I listened to them fuck, while granting a temporary release of the almost unbearable tension of my body, would be horribly anticlimactic. 
 
    It seemed to go on for hours. The moaning voice of Jenny floated through the house from the bedroom’s open door. It would be followed by Andrea’s. Then, both of them together. I could only imagine what was going on, in the bed I had paid for, as the two women gave in to the same pleasure they denied me. I’d seen enough lesbian porn to have a pretty fair idea of what was happening. I’d seen these two fuck before, just once, in that bedroom. But at least that time I had been allowed to take part. Sitting tied to a kitchen chair and listening to them gave me a lot of time to think. I suppose I should be mad. Andrea had come along and taken complete control of me and my wife, and Jenny was just going right along with it. She’d called my wife a slut, and pushed her around while I was powerless to do anything about it. But I wasn’t mad. After all, Jenny was a grown woman. If she wanted this to stop, she could stop it, any time she liked. Just as I could. I mean, maybe not in that precise moment. I was tied to a chair, after all. But I didn’t have to put up with this treatment. If I really believed that things had gone too far, I could demand we stop, as soon as I was freed. Jenny wanted this, but I had faith that she loved me enough to stop if I insisted we go back to the way things were. But how could we ever go back to the way things were? It seemed impossible. My cock throbbed in the darkness. There was no going back. Now that I had seen what sex could be, how paradoxically freeing it was to give up control, I couldn’t go back, any more than Jenny could. 
 
    And so I waited, in darkness and in silence. It wasn’t like I had a choice. Jenny’s panties were in my mouth, the elastic fabric now completely soaked in my saliva. My tongue was tender from chasing the last traces of her taste out of the underwear. It was all of her I could have, while Andrea helped herself to everything else. After what seemed like an eternity of pleasure, the noises from the bedroom finally changed. Moans of passion were replaced by giggles and contented sighs, and the low murmur of voices as the girls chatted together. Pillow talk. In a way, that made me every bit as jealous as the lengthy sex they had just enjoyed. Sex is one thing, intimacy another. I had no fear of Jenny having sex with Andrea, or any other woman for that matter. What I was afraid of was her falling in love. And this is how it happens, piece by piece, strong feelings growing out of tender moments. The noises from the bedroom finally stopped. I waited. Still no one came to untie me. The ticking of the clock on the kitchen wall seemed to stutter and stop, outraced by my beating heart, and still no one came. Were they planning on leaving me here all night? I thought of shouting. The damp wad of Jenny’s panties on my tongue prevented me from forming proper words, but I could still shout. But something told me it was a bad idea. Andrea had displayed a side to herself tonight that - well, I didn’t want to admit that it scared me. But it did. Her beauty was a weapon that she knew just how to wield, as though her dark eyes and soft skin and achingly sexy body were a license to do whatever she liked. The power she held was fearsome. And she knew it, and that’s why I was here, trying to decide at what point I should call out to remind the women of my presence and risk incurring their wrath. 
 
    When I heard the soft padding of bare feet on the floor, I sighed in relief. They hadn’t forgotten me. But the woman who appeared in front of me, her skin streaked by the glow leaking from the distant bathroom and the pale streetlights outside, wasn’t my wife, as I had expected. Instead, Andrea stood in front of me, her black hair merging with the living room’s darkness as her glittering coal black eyes looked me up and down. I stiffened. At least the parts of me that weren’t stiff already. I’d been hard for hours now, long enough that if I’d taken that medication some of my friends were starting to rely on, I’d have to call a doctor. But this was all natural. Well, as natural as it could be, when you get this excited by watching your wife cheat on you. I know I’m not the only guy who doesn’t consider same sex experimentation by their partners real cheating. But this was no longer a one-night thing. And from the screams of pleasure I had heard coming from the bedroom all night, I knew this wasn’t the last time Andrea would be playing with us like this.  
 
    She stood in front of me. Silence reigned. For a long moment, Andrea said nothing. I, of course, couldn’t say anything. We simply stared at one another. She was wearing a bra, the underwired fabric supporting her ample breasts as she breathed slowly, the soft mounds of flesh swelling over the large cups. Other than that, she wore nothing. The dark strip of her pubic hair was visible against her pale skin, the puffy lips of her pussy showing between her thighs as she stood with her feet apart, completely uninhibited. I would be too if I looked like her, I suppose. Other women spend thousands to look like a rough approximation of women like Andrea, and still never achieve what nature blessed this young woman with. She was planning to be a dentist, I remembered. It seemed almost a waste. The way she looked, she could be a model, or an actress. Hell, she could just sit back and wait for some rich guy to come along and make her a trophy wife. But she was smart, too. I barely knew the girl, really, especially outside of the bedroom. But you can see intelligence in a person’s eyes. I did in Andrea’s, along with the other things that glittered in those dark orbs. 
 
    “Your wife’s asleep,” Andrea said finally. Her voice was low, pouring like honey from her long throat as she stood over me. “I think I wore her out.” She shifted on her feet, her skin seeming to glow against the darkness that surrounded her. “She’s quite the slut,” Andrea chuckled. “She’s developing a real taste for pussy. I think I’m going to train her to be my personal fucktoy.” Despite myself, I moaned against the panties that gagged my mouth. Andrea was so brazen, so forward. My own cheeks colored at her words as she spoke.  
 
    “I think I’m going to like dominating the two of you.” Andrea stepped forward. Her hair swirled in a dark wave around her shoulders, and I groaned again, a desperate whimper of lust and despair as she straddled me. Her warm thigh pushed my straining cock aside as she sat in my lap, facing me. Now her pretty face filled my vision, her white teeth showing against her painted lips, her eyes glowing like coals against the darkness and her enhanced cleavage pressing against my own chest. My cock throbbed beneath her, my aching rod barely an inch from her exposed pussy. The smell of her swept over me, a mingled scent of soap and perfume and the heady smell of sex that added gasoline to the flames of lust that burned inside me. She must have felt my cock twitch against her leg as she slowly smiled.  
 
    “I wonder who wants me more,” she mused as her eyes flickered over my face, “you or your slut wife?” She raised her hand with its painted nails, and I parted my dry lips as she reached into my mouth and plucked Jenny’s panties free. Shifting in my lap, she stood, and draped the wet underwear carefully over the leaping shaft of my cock before sitting down again. The lacy fabric tickled my hypersensitive skin and caused tiny eruptions of pleasure and need all along my jangling spine while she settled back down on top of me. Her hand gripped my chin as she tilted my face up towards hers. 
 
    “How badly do you want me right now?” she whispered. Her smile was wide and bright in the darkness. Swept away by her own sexual power, she had never looked more beautiful. 
 
    “So bad,” I gasped. “Please untie me, please. Let me fuck you.” 
 
    “Oh, God no,” Andrea said, a tiny frown momentarily creasing her pretty face. “I’m not untying you. I like having you helpless like this. Teasing men is so much fun. I’m going to keep you like this as much as possible.” My heart sank. I had no illusions that this was some empty threat, or something said in the red heat of the moment. If she wanted to, Andrea could tie me up regularly, and I’d do nothing to stop it. Jenny would do nothing to stop it. In fact, she seemed to enjoy my helplessness just as much as her young lover did. In short, I was fucked. Because as I looked up into that beautiful face, I knew I could never say no to Andrea. No matter what she demanded. 
 
    “You see, once you get a man super horny, that’s when the real fun begins,” Andrea went on. “The things I’m going to have you say. The things you’ll do, just to be allowed to touch me, to look at me. I can see it in your face. Some men just beg to be ruled by a woman like me. I’m going to enjoy making you grovel while I take your wife.” There was that shudder again. Andrea felt it too, her own body moving slightly on top of mine as I writhed beneath her.  
 
    “For instance,” Andrea said brightly, “would you like to kiss my tits?” She smirked as my eyes flickered downwards, unable to keep myself from looking at her magnificent breasts. The soft skin tantalized me, separated by the deep dark shadow of her cleavage that made my mouth water uncontrollably.  
 
    “Yes,” I panted, forcing the word out between my contorted lips that were squashed between her hand. Andrea giggled. 
 
    “Of course you do,” she said. “Your wife loves my boobs too. Maybe I’ll make you my tit slave. I can make you worship these things, can’t I? I could make you give up all kinds of things just for the privilege of touching these bad boys.” 
 
    “Yes,” I groaned again. 
 
    “Well, for now, I’ll make it easy for you,” Andrea said. “All you have to do is confess that you’re a horny little tit slave, and I’ll let you kiss them.” Her dark eyes held mine. She wasn’t joking. Lust overcame my pride as I drank in the sight of her vast cleavage in the carefully engineered bra. Andrea was right. I’d do almost anything for her. Tied to a chair in my own dining room, there was no doubt that this was a contest I’d already lost. 
 
    “I’m your horny little tit slave,” I slurred. Andrea giggled girlishly. 
 
    “Good boy,” she said. “But I think from now on, you will call me Miss Andrea. Try it again.” 
 
    “I’m your horny little tit slave, Miss Andrea.” 
 
    “What a good boy!” My cheeks burned with shame. But Andrea leaned forward, and my hot skin was engulfed by the soft fullness of her breasts. A moan escaped me, muffled by her breasts as I pressed my lips eagerly against them while she rose up on my lap, her hands on my shoulders as she pressed her chest against me. She seized the back of my head, pushing my face against her, smothering me in her voluptuous chest until I could barely move my lips to kiss her further. I could barely breathe. In the warm darkness of her cleavage, I sucked in air and moved my mouth across her skin and never wanted to be released. 
 
    Andrea sat back, and giggled. I couldn’t keep my eyes off her rack. The same boobs my wife had so eagerly kissed and licked, hours before, now glistening with my own saliva. Andrea was incredible. I never dreamed our lives would take this turn. I never realized how easily a beautiful young girl could dominate us both. Andrea was glowing with victory as she straddled me. 
 
    “Look how hard this cock is,” she said. I grimaced as she flicked my jutting shaft, making the head of my erect cock swing wildly from side to side. “Is that as big as it gets?” 
 
    “Y-yes, Miss Andrea,” I said. 
 
    “Shame,” she smirked. “No wonder your wife is so desperate. I’d look elsewhere too if I was married to that.” I stared up at her in anguish, literally speechless. I never thought I had a small cock. But then you never really know for sure. I had no doubt that Andrea had seen more than a few in her time.  
 
    “I’m not too sure what to do with this, really,” Andrea went on. I moaned softly as she gripped my cock by the base and moved it from side to side, examining it from every angle. Jenny’s panties slid down my shaft as she manipulated it critically. “I mean, I suppose it still works, but….would you like me to ride this pathetic cock?” 
 
    “Yes, Miss Andrea,” I gasped. Her relentless criticism had done nothing to blunt my desire for her. In fact, my cock was harder than ever, as though trying to prove her wrong by swelling to more impressive proportions. The idea that she might actually fuck me, after what felt like years of teasing, filled my mind to the exclusion of all else. Nothing else mattered in that moment. “Please,” I gasped, “please, Miss Andrea!” She smiled. Her grip on my cock tightened. 
 
    “Well, there’s a bit of a problem with that, bitchboy,” she smirked. “You see, I only use cocks that I own. If you want me to fuck you, you’re going to have to give your cock to me. Forever.” It was my turn to frown. I was ready to go along with almost anything, as the desire within me overwhelmed my rational brain. But what was she talking about? How do you give someone your cock? My lips twitched as I thought. Andrea’s glittering eyes read the confusion in my face. 
 
    “I mean it,” she said quietly. She released her grip on my chin as she leaned forward, staring directly into my eyes. “I will own this cock. I will decide when it gets used, and how. It will belong to me, completely. Not you. Not your wife. Me.” As she spoke, her teasing fingers slid up and down my throbbing member, and my eyelids fluttered as pleasure swelled inside me. I could feel my resistance breaking down. My cock was doing the thinking for me now. And it didn’t care what I had to say if it meant I would get to release the heavy load of cum that felt as though it was boiling inside my balls.  
 
    “Yes, Miss Andrea,” I said, the breath rattling in my lungs as the air rushed out of my trembling body. “You own this cock. It’s yours.” A loud gasp jolted my head up. Andrea turned her own face towards the sound, too, a broad grin spreading on her lips. Jenny stood in the doorway, and even in the darkness around us, I could see her wet eyes were wide with surprise. Shame made my cheeks bloom as though lit by inner fire as I squirmed in the chair my wife had tied me to. Fear bloomed in my guts. My mouth worked, my addled brain incapable of transmitting the raw tangle of regret and disgrace and horrified fear that rampaged through my synapses into anything like coherent speech. 
 
    “You hear that, slut?” Andrea sneered as she grinned at my wife. “This cock belongs to me now.” As she spoke, Andrea gripped my throbbing member tight, and I groaned wordlessly right in front of my wife. 
 
    “Yes,” Jenny said, her quiet voice cracking until she cleared her throat and tried again. “Yes,” she said, more firmly this time. And to my utter astonishment, I watched a smile surface on her face, too. What I had taken for horror in her eyes was in fact the green fire of unbridled lust. My cock throbbed in Andrea’s hand as she straddled me right in front of Jenny. 
 
    “Now I’m going to fuck it,” Andrea said. Her voice was slow and even as she addressed my wife. Silently, Jenny nodded her assent. “I’m going to play with my new toy,” Andrea went on, “and I want you to watch. Come here.” It was remarkable. Jenny just seemed to obey her unthinkingly, as though Andrea’s every spoken word was an iron-clad command. Not that I was doing much better, I thought to myself. I had just given the woman possession of my manhood. We made a sorry pair, so easily cowed by this authoritative young woman. Jenny stepped forward as though in a trance, utterly bewitched by Andrea’s commanding tone, and I watched in a prison of helpless lust myself as my wife walked around to stand in front of the chair I was tied to.  
 
    “Kneel,” Andrea said. She was talking to Jenny, but she was looking straight at me now, with that evil little grin on her pretty little face. Jenny disappeared behind Andrea, vanishing from my view as she lowered herself to the floor, and I grunted in desperate desire as Andrea reached down and pressed the swollen head of my cock against her wet lips. She sighed as she settled down on top of me, my rigid member pushing her lips apart as it sank inside her, and I groaned as she closed her eyes momentarily, smiling at the blissful feeling. For all her talk of size, Andrea’s pussy was incredibly tight, the wet muscular walls gripping my cock like a vice as the weight of her body drove it deeper inside. I felt as though I might cum right away, I was so worked up by her teasing and the sheer erotic potential of the situation. I gritted my teeth and screwed my eyes shut as a great wave of physical pleasure swelled in my chest. 
 
    “Kiss my ass while I fuck your husband,” Andrea ordered. Her voice had changed again, the way it did as her arousal grew and her dominant side got stronger. Over the hurried breathing of Andrea and the blood that roared in my ears, I could hear a faint smacking sound. I shuddered in shame and lust as I realized that my wife was doing exactly as she was told. While Andrea bounced up and down on my cock, her big boobs heaving in her bra as she rode me, Jenny was submissively worshiping the younger woman’s gorgeous ass. It took everything I had not to cum right there and then at the sheer depravity of the situation Andrea had orchestrated. But I held on. I wasn’t about to give Andrea any reason to not make this happen again. As I watched her through slitted eyes, my body burning with passion, nothing in the world seemed so important as keeping Andrea happy so that she would fuck me again. Judging by the enthusiasm of my wife’s ass worship, Jenny felt the same way. 
 
    “Oh you fucking whore,” Andrea hissed. She reached forward, and her fingernails dug into my shoulders as her body convulsed with pleasure. “Lick my asshole, you dirty bitch. That’s right. Lick my asshole while I fuck your husband’s brains out.” My wife and I moaned almost in unison as Andrea spat cruel words at Jenny. I heard Andrea let out another long moan, and her pussy clenched even tighter around my cock. I couldn’t help but imagine my wife kneeling behind her, pressing her face to the round globes of Andrea’s flawless buttocks as she sank her tongue into her lover’s asshole. It was too much. Desperately I tried to think of something else, something boring, something utterly unsexy while the cum surged in my balls, ready to erupt. Andrea was screaming now, bouncing frantically on top of me as she took my full length inside her, rising as high as my cock would allow before crashing back down into my lap. With my cock in her pussy and Jenny’s tongue in her ass, Andrea was in heaven. Her lovely body contorted with ecstasy, her breasts bouncing against my face and her hot breath ruffling my hair. The conclusion was inescapable. She was using me like a sex toy, just as she was using my wife, reducing the two of us to nothing more than mere objects for her pleasure. And we loved it.  
 
    “Who owns this cock?” Andrea’s eyes were closed now, her face contorted with a savage expression that mimicked pain, so intense was the pleasure in her flailing body. All my resistance was swept away like grass that withers before the racing heat of a forest fire. I couldn’t resist, any more than Jenny could. Gripped in her hot snatch as she slid up and down, my cock throbbed. Her cock. Andrea’s cock. 
 
    “You do, Miss Andrea,” I panted. Andrea cried out in blissful triumph, and I heard Jenny moan down below, her mouth still pressed against her lover’s tight ass. 
 
    “Say it again!” Andrea shrieked. Her hips were a blur as she rocked up and down, pounding her body against mine. She was greedy, so utterly selfish and so abominably sexy in the faint light of our dark house, sitting astride my lap like an empress, like a goddess, some divine creature who deserved our utter worship and devotion. 
 
    “You own this cock, Miss Andrea,” I moaned. “It’s yours.” 
 
    “That’s right, bitch,” Andrea panted. Her breath was coming in rapid gasps now, and the spasming of her pussy reached a new pitch. Tied behind my back, my hands clenched in helpless fists. I could feel her orgasm, and I tried to resist my own as the contractions of her pussy steadily milked my captive cock. “I do own that cock,” Andrea snarled. “Oh fuck…oh fuck….oh my fuc…..oooohhhhh….” Andrea’s words trailed off into a high wail of joy, and I cried out with her as her pussy clamped down on my cock. Her nails bit into my shoulders as she thrust her body forward, and I saw stars as I tried to gulp in air around the suffocating softness of her huge boobs. Andrea’s orgasm washed over us both, and a warm flood of her juices flowed out over my shaft to coat my balls in her wetness, and I bucked and thrashed beneath her as my own pleasure echoed hers a heartbeat later. I snorted and moaned and tried to breath, but there was no going back. I had crossed the line. Andrea pressed my face to her chest and moaned again as I erupted. My teased cock hurled spurt after spurt of hot cum into her hungry pussy, and my entire body shuddered as my balls rapidly emptied themselves of a load that had been building up all day. My hands and feet tingled as the blood drained from them, as though my body was shutting down everything not needed to experience the most incredible orgasm of my life. The roaring in my ears drowned out everything but Andrea’s triumphant shrieks and my own tormented cries. It seemed to go on forever, my cock pulsing again and again, and Andrea took it all, her tight young twat filling up with my seed while she writhed on top of me.  
 
    Finally, I sighed. Andrea settled back down on top of me, my cock still inside her. As long as she held it in the vice grip of her tight sex, I knew I wouldn’t go soft, despite the powerful orgasm that still made me tremble and shake. Andrea was smiling. Her black eyes glittered as she studied my face. The moment was almost solemn. In the dawning clarity that follows a protracted orgasm, I felt almost as though she had stolen something from me. My pride. My manhood. My cheeks prickled as lust abated, and shame rushed in to replace it. The things I had said…Andrea was right. She had gotten me so horny, I would have said anything. And some things, once said, can never be forgotten. 
 
    Andrea sat up. Her legs reached down to the floor on either side of me, and she stood. I grunted softly as my wet cock slipped free of her. I heard Jenny slide back across the floor behind Andrea to make way for the conquering woman. Andrea reached down towards my softening cock, and picked up Jenny’s panties that were tangled around my shaft. I watched wide-eyed as she wadded up the fabric into a loose ball and used it to wipe between her legs, scooping up her cum and mine as it dripped steadily from her well-fucked sex. Then she used the panties to wipe my cock, too, smearing more of our mingled cum on my shaft. The glint in her eyes was alarming as she stepped towards me, the wadded panties held out in front of her. 
 
    “Open up,” she grinned. Involuntarily, I pressed my lips together, breathing quickly through my flared nostrils as she took my chin in her free hand. Her squeezing fingers forced my lips apart, and I could taste the indescribable flavor of our sex as she pushed the panties inside my mouth for the second time that night. Only this time, it was my own cum I was tasting, as well as hers. I would happily have licked Andrea’s cum off the floor, I was so entranced by this menacing young beauty. But to taste my own cum in my wife’s panties horrified me. My stomach convulsed. But what choice did I have? 
 
    “There,” Andrea said happily, putting her hand over my mouth to keep the cum-soaked panties inside. “No more talking from you tonight.” She stepped back, watching me carefully. I kept my mouth shut. As much as the idea of tasting my own cum mixed with hers grossed me out, I was afraid of what she might do to me if I defied her. Clearly I couldn’t expect any help from Jenny. Still kneeling on the floor, my wife was gazing up at me with a look of absolute wonder, as though unable to believe what she had just witnessed, and participated in. I could barely believe it myself. In the morning, this would all seem like some perverted dream. But it wasn’t. 
 
    “I want those panties sucked clean by the morning,” Andrea said firmly. Smiling, she turned to my wife. An iron hand gripped my heart and squeezed at the look of wonder and awe my wife directed up at her while Andrea stroked Jenny’s golden hair, as though my wife were a favorite pet. 
 
    “I own your husband’s cock now,” she said softly. “That means I decide if and when it gets used, and for what. Every orgasm he has will be by my permission. Understand?” 
 
    “Yes, Andrea,” my wife said quietly. I could see from the look on her flushed face that Jenny was in the exact same position I had been just moments ago, before I came. She’d say anything. She needed to cum every bit as much as I had. She needed Andrea. We both did. 
 
    “Good,” Andrea smiled. “Now it’s your lucky day. Your husband’s silly little cock made such a mess in my pussy. I bet he never cums that hard inside you, does he?” 
 
    “No,” Jenny sighed, her eyes sinking to the floor. I moaned against the panties, ignored. 
 
    “Of course not,” Andrea chuckled. “I have to say, it was a pretty big load for such a tiny cock. Now, guess who’s going to clean me up?” 
 
    Jenny’s eyes shone as she raised them towards Andrea again. The look on her face was a picture of mingled fear and joy, her eyes burning with desire. 
 
    “Me?” she asked. 
 
    “That’s right, slut,” Andrea cooed patronizingly. “Come over here and be a good little wifey.” The young woman seized a handful of my wife’s hair and turned towards the living room sofa. Jenny crawled behind her on hands and knees, her bare ass visible in the low light as she humbly followed her dominant lover. I grunted hopelessly against the panties as I watched Andrea lower her phenomenal body to the couch, her legs spread to reveal the wet mess of her pussy. Kneeling on the floor beside the sofa, Jenny didn’t waste a second. Andrea sighed happily as my wife begin to lick at her pussy, slurping up my cum as it seeped slowly from inside her. My cock lurched as it swelled once again. No, not my cock. My cheeks burned as I admitted the awful truth to myself. In a single night, Andrea had reduced us both to submissive sex slaves. It was Andrea’s cock now. 
 
      
 
    Under Lock and Key 
 
      
 
    “I don’t - I mean, I don’t get it. What’s the point?” 
 
    “The point?” Jenny smiled. That smile. She can get me to go along with anything, when she smiles like that. The last few weeks have been proof of that. “The point is that it’s a tease. It’s hot.” 
 
    It was hot. I didn’t want to admit that, but it was. There are certain sides of myself that I had no idea existed. You live inside your own head, twenty four hours a day, and you would think you’d get to know yourself pretty well. But no. As my thirties wind down towards their end, I’m still learning things about myself. In this case, strange and surprising things. Because we’re not static monoliths that face down the ages, unchanging and immovable. Change is incremental, but all the more powerful for that, the way mountains are crushed by millenia of grinding ice. Every day, we wake up slightly different people than the ones who put their heads to the pillow the night before, and changes that are unnoticeable day to day have powerful effects over time. I couldn’t believe that Jenny was suggesting this. And it was even harder to believe that I was considering it. But I was.  
 
    Such a small thing. Jenny held it in her hand, the tube rolling slightly across her palm as she moved. Some sort of silicon, I supposed it was made of. It looked rubbery. Maybe that would make it more comfortable, having a bit of flex to it. I wasn’t thrilled about the color. A bright hot pink, as though having to wear such a thing wasn’t emasculating enough by itself. It looked almost like some obscure car part. But it wasn’t. This was a chastity device, the kind of thing I thought disappeared along with medieval princesses locked in tall towers. The kind of thing I thought was only made for women. But this was unmistakably male, despite the color. Jenny had ordered it from some online store a few days ago, without mentioning it to me. And now she wanted me to wear it. 
 
    “But, like - how am I supposed to…” I couldn’t take my eyes off the device. The truth was, I was trying to find objections to cover the fact that I was scared. Jenny, and even more so Andrea, had enough power over me as it was. Just the way they looked was enough to get me to comply with even their most outrageous desires. Even though I’d never heard of such a device before, I knew what would happen if I put it on. Jenny was a tease at the best of times. If she knew I couldn’t do anything about it, she’d be ten times worse. That’s just the way my wife’s mind works.  
 
    “You’re not,” Jenny smiled. “That’s the point. It has this little hole in the end, so that you can go to the bathroom. But you can’t jerk off. You can’t touch yourself. You won’t even be able to get hard.” 
 
    “Then why would I want to wear it?” Jenny’s green eyes glittered like the sun through summer leaves. She took a half-step closer towards me, and I could smell her perfume, her shampoo, the warm scent of her body. A broad grin lit her face as she smiled up at me, peering deep into my eyes as though she could read the inner turmoil right off the surface of my whirling brain.  
 
    “Because,” she purred, “Andrea wants you to. I want you to. And you know yourself that orgasms are better the longer you wait for them.” That at least was true, in my experience at any rate. I’d had ample opportunity to learn. Ever since Andrea came into our lives, I’d become intimately acquainted with the strange psychology of sexual frustration. It’s like how the best meals come when you’re really hungry. Sex is great, and any orgasm is a good orgasm. But the longer I held off, I’d found, the greater the pleasure when I finally achieved release. Sometimes I’d avoid touching myself for days, just to see how far I could go, and how sweet the eventual release was.  
 
    “Won’t it hurt?” I asked. 
 
    “I don’t think so,” Jenny said. “Only one way to find out.” 
 
    “And Andrea knows about this?” 
 
    “It was her idea.” Impossible to hide anything from Jenny. I’ll admit it, the idea that Andrea was involved in this new twist on our kinky sex turned me on. Everything about Andrea turned me on. Her face. Her body. Her easy dominance of both of us, despite being far younger than we were. The way she had simply come into our lives and taken control. This was taking things to a new level. My cock rose in my pants at the thought of the two women, concocting this devilish plan through text while I was blissfully unaware. Andrea owned my cock, or so she said. But I never realized exactly what that would mean. I never realized how literally she took it. It was all dirty talk, said in the heat of the moment. But now it was real. Outside, the birds were chirping merrily, the sun shining in a suburban neighborhood like any other. But my wife was proposing to lock up my cock, at the behest of our young mistress. The cognitive dissonance was jarring. 
 
    “How long?” I asked. 
 
    “What?” 
 
    “How long?” I repeated, clearing my throat. “How long would I have to wear it?” 
 
    “Let’s say - three days,” Jenny said thoughtfully. “That’s not so long. You can do that easily. But it should be long enough to give you an idea of what it’s like, to have your cock controlled by someone else.” There it was. As though it knew it was being talked about, my cock twitched, my erection rising as I looked into my devious wife’s smiling face. Three days. She was right, it didn’t seem long at all. I’d gone without orgasms longer than that without even trying.  
 
    “Ok,” I said. My voice cracked again as I spoke. Jenny’s face lit up as though she had just won the lottery. 
 
    “Really?” she gasped. “Seriously?” She sprang to her feet from the dining room chair, the pink device still in her hand. In spite of the gnawing nervousness I felt, I couldn’t help but smile. Her girlish enthusiasm was infectious. 
 
    “Yeah,” I said. “Just for three days. Just to try it out. And you can’t tell anyone,” I sternly added. “Just you, and me, and Andrea. We’re the only ones who can know.” 
 
    “I won’t, I won’t say a thing,” Jenny grinned. She was practically dancing on the spot with glee, unable to keep her body still as excitement flowed through her. “Can we put it on now?” I shrugged. It seemed as good a time as any. Rising from my own chair, I reached for the front of my pants. Jenny’s eyes sparkled as she watched me undo my jeans and pull them down to my knees, shortly followed by my boxers. My cock lurched forward, quickly hardening under my wife’s gaze, and as she stepped forward and took my shaft in her hand, my arousal only grew. I suppressed a sigh as the blood pulsed in my member, and Jenny bent her knees, crouching on the floor in front of me with my hard cock in one hand and the pink cage in the other. 
 
    Almost right away, we both saw the problem. The longer Jenny held my cock, the harder I got. And there was no way my swollen head was going to fit inside the silicon tube, let alone the rest of me. The device was designed to be too small to contain a full erection, and that was what I had, as my wife crouched in front of me. I winced as she pressed the silicon to my sensitive skin stubbornly, as though she could make the impossible happen. I heard her sigh. 
 
    “I don’t think this is going to work like this,” she said, gazing up at me while my cock throbbed and bobbed in her hand.  
 
    “No,” I said through gritted teeth, “I don’t think so either.” 
 
    “What shall we do about that?” As Jenny smiled, her hand slid slowly up and down my cock, igniting the densely packed nerves and making me writhe on the spot while she pretended to be thinking.  
 
    “You could help me out,” I said, my voice catching on the ragged edges of desire that were beginning to make my body shake. 
 
    “I suppose I could,” Jenny smirked. “Your last orgasm as a free man. I suppose I could do that for you.” Jenny’s thighs bunched beneath her pants as she rose easily to her feet. My cock still twitched in her hand as she pressed her body against mine, her firm breasts pressing against my chest through her T shirt while she smiled up at me. Her red lips parted, showing a bank of gleaming white teeth, and I bent my neck as I lowered my face to hers, our lips meeting as we kissed. The heat of our bodies and our hot blood merged as we pressed ourselves against one another, and in the fleeing rational part of my brain, quickly overwhelmed by unconscious lust, I remembered why I let myself get into these strange scenarios. It was for this, this feeling right here, the feeling of at once losing control and being happy to do so. In moments like this, the world melts away. It’s the only time, I sometimes think, that I’m truly alive, in the moment, instead of worrying about last week or next month. It’s exactly this, being made free by relinquishing control, that I live for. 
 
    “Come on,” said Jenny as she pulled her wet lips from mine. “Come here.” She turned, my cock still in her hand as she smiled at me over her shoulder, and I followed her eagerly towards the bedroom. Inside, the curtains were still closed, and the light from outside reached us only dimly, the edges of the room sunk in shadow. Releasing my cock, Jenny grabbed the hem of my T shirt, and I helped her pull it over my head, unable to get undressed quickly enough. I let my pants fall to the floor, kicking them aside. Jenny’s shirt came next. Her pale breasts appeared in a deep blue bra, my cock swelling against her stomach at the lovely sight, and she sighed happily as I kissed her neck, chasing the hot blood along the divine architecture of her body as though drawn in towards the heat of her heart.  
 
    “Wait,” she gasped as I fumbled with the front of her pants. Her hand found my chest, and she shoved me backwards playfully. I sat down heavily on the bouncing bed. Jenny crossed the bedroom floor in two easy steps towards our dresser. A drawer hissed open, and she quickly grabbed something small. Before I had time to register what had happened, she was reaching for my arm, and I tried to look over my shoulder as she grabbed me from behind. I didn’t resist. My cock throbbed. My wife wanted it kinky? Well, so did I. The scarf she had taken from the drawer was bound around my wrists in seconds, my arms pulled back through the cool metal bars of our bed’s footboard. I sat up, leaning against the footboard with my wrists tied together on either side of a solid bar. I wasn’t going anywhere. More and more these days, Jenny seemed to like that. Now that I was secured, she made her way slowly around the bed. Her green eyes slid over my bound body, almost as though I could feel her touch through nothing more than her gaze, my body alive beneath the ghostly hands of desire.This was what she had been talking about, and she was exactly right, too. The anticipation drove me crazy, but I liked the craziness. We’re so careful, so considered in our daily lives. It’s so freeing to cut lose sometimes. And Jenny was cutting lose. I could see it in her pretty face. She gets this way, in the heat of the moment. I could never match her creativity. Al I could do was try to cling on as I went along for the ride.  
 
    “I need my phone,” she said with a devilish grin. 
 
    “Why?” I asked, but she was already gone, vanishing through the open door of the bedroom as she hurried back to the living room. I waited. Despite her haste, Jenny had done a good job with the scarf that bound my wrists. I reflected I could probably work my way free of the bondage, given enough time and determination. But why would I want to? My cock showed no signs of softening as I waited for my wife to return.  
 
    What was taking so long? I heard Jenny’s voice, and I answered before I realized that she was talking on the phone. Her bare footsteps were quiet on the floor as she padded back towards the bedroom. 
 
    “Yeah, he’s right here,” Jenny said as she came around the door. “Yes, of course. That’s the problem. He wouldn’t fit.” Jenny giggled. There was no doubt who she was on the phone to. Andrea. It had to be Andrea. My cheeks burned with embarrassment, as though the young woman could see me in my predicament. As though there was cause to still feel the pangs of shame, after all the things that woman had made me do and say. As though she wasn’t already intimately woven into the fabric of mine and Jenny’s sex life already. Jenny’s green eyes sparkled as she looked at me. 
 
    “Yeah, that’s what I thought,” she said with a smile. “But I thought I should clear it with you first.” Another giggle. “Exactly!” Jenny beamed. “Since you own this cock now, I thought it would only be polite. Oh, ok. Hold on a second.” Jenny removed the phone from her face. She pressed a button, and the faint crackle of the line hummed in the air as she held the phone out. I held my breath. 
 
    “Hello, bitchboy.” Andrea’s rich voice floated in the air from the phone’s crappy speaker.It was like cold water to my skin, like an electric jolt to my spine. Even though I had known it was her my wife was talking to, it was different hearing her voice myself. Just hearing her voice. The woman had a hold on me, there was no way around it. The fact that my wife knew, and was doing everything in her power to enhance that hold, only made our situation that much hotter, that much more desperate. 
 
    “H- hello, Miss Andrea,” I stammered. 
 
    “Nice to see you haven’t forgotten your manners. Your wife tells me you have a little situation there.” 
 
    “A - situation?” 
 
    “Yes. She says that she can’t fit your cock into that lovely little cage she bought for it. Kind of hard to believe, honestly. But that’s what she says.” 
 
    “That’s - that’s true, Miss Andrea.” 
 
    “Have you gotten yourself all excited?” 
 
    “Yes, Miss Andrea.” 
 
    “Does the thought of me locking you up get your little pecker all hard and happy?” 
 
    “Yes, Miss Andrea.” I glanced up at Jenny from the corner of my eye, and quickly dropped my gaze again. She was smiling broadly, practically glowing with excitement as she watched her lover verbally humiliate me without even being in the house. I could almost see the cogs turning in her beautiful head. This was giving her ideas I could barely imagine. But one thing I knew beyond a shadow of a doubt. It was turning her on. And as I sat up against the headboard, naked and hard, there was no way to hide that it was turning me on too. 
 
    “Well then we have a problem,” Andrea said. “I want that cock locked up. So it needs to get soft so Jenny can put it in the cage. How do you propose we do that, bitch?” 
 
    “Please, Miss Andrea,” I breathed in a pitiful moan, “please let me cum.” Andrea laughed down the phone, and Jenny pressed her free hand to her mouth as she stifled her own fit of giggling. 
 
    “Oh my God,” Andrea said, and the cool, authoritative dominatrix was momentarily gone. In her place was a reminder of what Andrea really was, all the more striking for being short-lived: a girl in her early twenties, still studying in university. How she got to be so good at sexually dominating both men and women at such an early age was an utter mystery to me. More than ten years older than her, I completely lacked her erotic imagination, her creativity, her uninhibited kinkiness. She seemed sometimes to know more about my desires than I did myself. Not to mention what she did to my wife. The startling reminder of how young this girl really was did nothing to soften my raging erection. “He’s such a bitch,” Andrea laughed. 
 
    “I know,” Jenny replied, her eyes still fixed on me. “You should see his face. He’s so horny. It’s hilarious.” 
 
    “Well, there are two ways to get you inside that cage,” Andrea said, addressing me now. I could hear the change in her voice, once more the cool, commanding dominant woman as she spoke to me. “I could let you cum. Or I could tell your wife to go to the freezer and get some ice and cool you off that way.” 
 
    “Miss Andrea, please,” I begged, doing my best to ignore the gale of laughter that rose from both women as I gritted my teeth and humbly begged, “please let me cum, please. I’ll do whatever you say.” 
 
    “Oh, I know you’ll do whatever I say,” Andrea purred. “That’s a given. That’s just the way you’re wired, isn’t it, bitch boy? You need a pretty girl to tell you what to do, otherwise you’d be totally lost. Isn’t that right?” 
 
    “Y-yes, Miss Andrea,” I growled. I was hardly surprised. Andrea loved to humiliate me, especially in font of my wife. But I hardly cared. Jenny had gotten me so worked up that all that mattered to me now was the promise of orgasm. Begging was one of the many things I had a feeling I was going to have to get used to.  
 
    “If you think you’re horny now, just wait until you’ve been locked up for a while,” Andrea said. I gulped. She was right, of course. My desire was the weapon these women used against me. And I was about to hand them complete control. Andrea was a pro when it came to these kind of mind games. I might be older than her, but I felt like a stupid child when she played me so easily. But I couldn’t help it. My body crackled and sparked with pent-up desire. A man can only take so much. 
 
    “Please, Miss Andrea,” I said again. “Please let me cum!” 
 
    “I like this,” Andrea said. “You begging my permission to fuck your own wife. I think this might be a regular thing from now on.” Jenny giggled again. Raising a leg, she sat down heavily on the bed in front of me. She shifted her weight, leaning up against the head board to face me. Lying back against the pillows, she bent her knees and spread her legs. I watched her jeans tighten around her thighs, and she slowly began to undo the button of her pants while her other hand still held the phone in the air between us.  
 
    “Please, Andrea,” I muttered, my eyes on Jenny’s hand as it sank below the waistband of her pants, “please let me cum.” Jenny’s eyes were half-closed now, the faint green glow of her iris just visible beneath her thick eyelashes. Her lips were parted, too, her pink tongue showing in the dark cavern of her mouth, her breath coming faster as her hand continued to explore. She wriggled her hips, pulling down her jeans and underwear in one motion, and my eyes widened at the sight of her pussy, already puffy and wet as she ran her probing finger over her lips. 
 
    “Oh my god,” I gasped. Jenny smiled, a tiny little chuckle escaping from her throat as her body ignited with pleasure. The scarf pulled tight around my wrists as I struggled uselessly. 
 
    “What’s going on?” asked Andrea. Jenny’s eyes sparkled as she opened them wide. 
 
    “I’m just giving my husband a little show,” she said. “Showing him what he can’t have unless you give him permission.” My balls ached with what felt like gallons of denied cum as Andrea laughed down the phone. 
 
    “Ok, bitch,” Andrea sneered. “I’ll let you cum. I’ll let your slut wife make you cum in any way she chooses. But in return, you need to do something for me.” 
 
    “Anything, Miss Andrea,” I panted. And in that moment, I meant it. When two sexy women conspire to drive a man to the brink of madness, there’s not much he can do to cling on to his sanity, let alone his pride. You just have to go with it.  
 
    “Such a good boy,” Andrea chuckled. “These challenges are only going to get harder, you know. But for now, I’ll give you an easy one. All you have to do is to admit that your wife is now my personal slut, and her pussy belongs to me.” I gasped. But the sound of my shock was drowned out in a bright peal of laughter from Jenny.  
 
    “Oh my God,” she shrieked, “Andrea!” 
 
    “What?” said Andrea. I could hear the smile in her voice as it came down the phone line. “You know it’s true. Don’t pretend like you haven’t been craving my cunt since the last time I saw you.”  
 
    “Mmmm,” Jenny moaned. Her glistening fingertips danced over her pussy as she simultaneously teased herself and me, her body writhing on the bed opposite me as I struggled against my bonds. The hard bud of her clitoris stood out beneath the neatly trimmed strip of her pubic hair, and I licked my lips that had gone suddenly dry as I watched my wife pleasure herself. First one finger, then another, disappeared into her warm wetness, and she closed her eyes as she hooked her digits into herself, searching for that special place I knew so well inside her. She moaned again, and I heard Andrea chuckle from the phone. 
 
    “Go on, baby,” Jenny whimpered, “say it. It’s true. God, I’m such a slut. She’s right. I can;t get enough of her tight little pussy.” It wasn’t just Jenny that was breathing hard. My own body was tense with desire, my frayed nerves sparking like copper wire. And from the phone’s speaker, I thought I could detect, just on the edge of hearing, the faint sound of Andrea’s breathing, too. Was she as excited as we were? Was she perhaps touching herself, just as my wife was? The thought sent ripples of lust down my hormone-addled body. 
 
    “My wife…is your…personal slut, Miss Andrea,” I stammered, screwing my eyes tight shut to block out the unbearably enticing sight of Jenny masturbating in front of me. It didn’t help. Visions of her and Andrea waited for me just behind my eyelids, their bodies moving together in a duet of bliss that I couldn’t block from my mind. And as I spoke, Jenny shrieked in ecstasy, her voice bouncing back from the bedroom walls as she fingered herself. 
 
    “Oh my God,” she gasped, “oh my God!” I swallowed. 
 
    “Her - her pussy belongs to you, Miss Andrea,” I said. Andrea laughed loudly, and Jenny almost dropped the phone as her body shook. 
 
    “Alright, sluts,” Andrea growled. “Jenny, make him cum. Text me when you’re done.” The phone went abruptly silent. I opened my eyes to see Jenny hurl it aside. Her eyes were glowing with an almost predatory look of desire as she removed her wet fingers from her twitching pussy. She sat up. Leaning forward, she crawled along the bed on her hands and knees, staring at me with a feline smile on her pretty face. Every cell of my body seemed to strain towards her, drawn by some unnameable magnetism to her body. I shuddered at the feel of her hands on my thighs, and as she lowered her head, still smiling up at me with her eyes locked on mine, I moaned aloud. Her lips parted, and she engulfed the head of my cock in her wet mouth, making me moan and thrash against the scarf that held me as though a powerful electrical current was sweeping through me. She moaned, too, in her throat, and I felt the deep vibrations in my sensitive shaft while her hand gently cradled my balls. Her blonde hair tickled my thighs as her head began to bob up and down, up and down, and I threw back my head and moaned at the ceiling as my cock pulsed in her mouth. Jenny knew exactly what she was doing. You don’t sleep with someone for ten years without learning exactly how to push their buttons. I knew I couldn’t hold out for long, not after the relentless teasing I had been subjected to. As Jenny’s warm tongue swirled around my throbbing head, I thought of the chastity device, lying on the dining table outside. I thought of Jenny’s words, my last orgasm as a free man. I thought of Andrea, and I cried out as my balls heaved, and my cock swelled around the hot spurt of cum that rose along my thickening shaft to erupt into my wife’s mouth. Jenny snorted, and swallowed. My body shook as I emptied myself into her, and she took it all, gulping hurriedly as my cock spasmed again and again between her lips. Finally, I was spent. I slumped back against the footboard, my heart thumping in my chest as though trying to punch its way right out of my ribcage. I opened my eyes to see Jenny grinning at me as she sat up on her knees. 
 
    “How was that?” she asked brightly. 
 
    “Fucking awesome,” I mumbled, to her delight. But as my lust subsided, my fear grew. To think that once, I had considered sex between my wife and I over after I had cum. These days, with Andrea’s influence, my orgasm was just the beginning. Or else an afterthought. Or now, as Jenny put her feet to the floor and slid off the bed, it was completely irrelevant. Smiling, she stood, and I watched through bleary eyes as Jenny scampered out of the bedroom. She soon returned. The pink chastity device seemed almost to glow in the dim light of the bedroom as she carried it towards me, a small bottle of lubricant in her other hand. Too tired and defeated to resist, I simply watched, breathing heavily, as she squeezed lube onto her hands and applied it to my soft cock. The pink silicon tube of the chastity device slid on easily this time, over my shrunken head, and Jenny’s slippery hands pushed it into place, down over my shaft. A silicon ring was fastened around my balls, and Jenny smiled as she threaded a small brass padlock through the loop at the top of the device. She paused for a moment, her shining eyes staring deep into mine as she bent over me. Then she pushed the lock shut. The faint click seemed to echo around the room, the sound out of all proportion with the size of the device. I shivered involuntarily. There was no going back now. 
 
    “There,” Jenny smiled happily as she straightened up, rubbing her slick hands together. “That’s better. All safely locked away.” She stepped towards the door again, and I heard her enter the bathroom. The noise of the faucet told me she was washing the excess lube from her hands. When she returned, she sat on the edge of the bed and picked up her phone again. I watched in silence as she ignored me for the moment. I felt neutered, my hands bound and my cock locked in a mocking pink device. But already, lust stirred sluggishly inside me again. The cage grew steadily tighter as I watched, and waited, and Jenny hammered out a text. Her phone buzzed in reply, and she smiled. 
 
    “Ok,” she said, raising her eyes from the screen. “Let’s get you untied.” With her phone still in her hand, she stood, and stepped behind me. The scarf around my hands slackened as she untied it, and I pulled my arms back through the bars of the footboard. Jenny watched, an ironic smile on her pretty face, as I cautiously touched the smooth silicon of the chastity device locked onto my cock. I could just about feel the faintest touch through the rubbery material. Jenny was right. There was no way I was going to be able to give myself any relief, as long as that thing was locked in place. 
 
    “You’ll have plenty of time to play with that while I’m out,” Jenny said. I raised my eyes to hers. 
 
    “Out?” I said. “Where are you going?” 
 
    “Where do you think?” Jenny grinned. “To Andrea’s. I need to have my fun too, you know.” I thought it unwise to point out that all of this had been about her fun. Instead, I kept my mouth shut as a raw red spike of jealousy surged in my chest. I knew what Andrea had in mind for my wife, just as I knew there was nothing I could do about it. 
 
    “Get dressed,” Jenny said as she did up the button on her own pants. “She wants you to drive me over to her. Then you can come back here, and wait for me to call you to pick me up. It might be a while.” Jenny grinned wickedly as she reached for her discarded shirt. “At least, I hope it is.” 
 
      
 
   
  
 

 A Cuckold’s Release 
 
    It’s not just that you can’t. With the cock cage locked onto my member, I was totally unable to give myself any kind of pleasure, or even to get a proper erection. But it’s not just that. The device, I quickly learned, had the cruel effect of not letting me forget that I was wearing it, not ever. From the moment I woke up, my morning erection trying stupidly to rise inside the unyielding pink silicon, I couldn’t forget that I was no longer in control of my own cock. As I went through my day, it was always there, the slight weight hanging from my cock and balls just enough to remind me of my lowly status. And if I ever tried to get hard - well, then I couldn’t focus on anything else. It wasn’t painful, not quite. But it was certainly uncomfortable, as the skin of my swelling penis pressed itself against the device. No matter where I was - at home, at work, doing the grocery shopping, working on the garden - I couldn’t forget. I was a slave, my sexual pleasure completely in the gift of another. My wife, and her girlfriend. 
 
    And Jenny wasn’t helping at all. Like a kid taunting tigers at the zoo in the knowledge of her own security, my wife seemed to take great pleasure in teasing me. She was only just starting to realize the power she now had over me. The device had two keys, you see. One she had given to Andrea. The other she kept for herself. Sometimes, she’d wear it on a thin silver chain around her neck, in public, where she knew I wouldn’t attempt to grab it off her. But at home, it was mostly hidden. Unless I was tied up. And I was tied up a lot. Some of Andrea’s taste for domination seemed to have spilled over into my wife. She was totally subservient to Andrea, and seemed to be getting more so almost daily. There was nothing she wouldn’t do for her lesbian mistress. But with my cock locked away and under the control of two women, Jenny was enjoying the power she had over me.  
 
    “Honey, could you do the dishes?” she’d call from the sofa where she lounged after dinner. “I don’t really feel like it today.” She felt like it less and less, I noticed. And I’d grumble, under my breath. But I’d do them. Little by little, the household chores fell more and more onto me, while Jenny had more time to herself to do other things. Such as come up with new ways to humiliate me. Or chat with Andrea on the phone, giggling like a schoolgirl over my sorry plight. And all of this, all the teasing and mockery, only made the pink chastity device grow tighter around my surging cock. We’d stumbled onto something fascinating. Because as much as I hated doing the housework, I was finding it turned me on. There’s nothing sexy about the actual act of washing the dishes, obviously. But when you’re being made to do it while your beautiful wife relaxes on the couch and chats with her lesbian girlfriend about what they should do to you next - well, then even housework becomes a kind of foreplay. And with my cock locked away like this, foreplay was all I had.  
 
    And the teasing was relentless. Under Andrea’s guidance, Jenny had implemented a new clothing policy in our house. Specifically, I was not to wear any. “I like to see it,” she said, with that goofy grin of hers that she knew made my heart melt, even as it made my locked cock throb, and she knew as well as I did that it was a foregone conclusion. I might grumble, but all she had to do was to lean in close, maybe put an arm around my neck, her red mouth hovering a bare inch above mine. “You know it turns me on to see it,” she’d say, and that wicked smile would send a shiver down my spine as I stared into the twin emerald whirlpools of her eyes. That was all it took. We men are simple creatures, underneath it all. A smile from the woman you love can make all the difference. Besides, it turned me on too. And even though arousal was torment for me now, it was such sweet torment.  
 
    So when we were in the house, my clothes instantly came off. Sometimes, going about on bare feet with the chastity device swinging from my cock as I went about some chore or another, I’d catch Jenny’s eyes on me. Reclining on the couch like a lioness at rest, her green gaze bright beneath heavy-lidded eyes, every line of her body spoke of triumph and desire, and my own ever-present hunger would grow, and the cock cage would tighten, and I’d find myself on my knees before her, begging for release. But Jenny denied me, even though I could see the temptation in her face, in the smiling teeth that plucked at her bitten lower lip, the spark of desire in her eyes. She had committed to three days in chastity for me, and she meant to maintain it, hard as it was with both of us so worked up. At least Jenny could take some pleasure from my mouth or my fingers or a toy. Or Andrea. I had no such release. 
 
    The three days passed like months. My sentence ended on Saturday. I’ve never looked forward to a weekend more in my life.  
 
    Saturday. The day dawned bright and clear. I was up early, awoken by the discomfort of my caged cock. Jenny slept beside me, peaceful and serene. Trying not to wake her, I slipped from under the covers and crept towards the kitchen. The coffee pot burbled happily as the water warmed. The toaster clicked as I pushed the button down, and the thin wires began to glow. I’m no cook. Toast and coffee is almost at the limits of my culinary skill, never mind something more elaborate. But neither of us are big eaters in the morning anyway. I wanted to surprise Jenny with this. I wanted to make her happy. And although my motives were less than pure, I like to think my heart was in the right place. The toast popped up from the toaster, and I carefully grabbed a corner of the hot bread and tossed it on a plate before reaching for the butter. She’d be waking any minute, I knew. Jenny takes her coffee black. Carefully, my caged cock swaying from side to side, I walked back towards the bedroom. Jenny stirred as she heard me come in. I watched her loose blonde hair trail across the pillow in the dim light that reached through the closed curtains as she rolled onto her side, and propped herself up. 
 
    “Good morning,” she smiled. “What’s this?” 
 
    “Breakfast,” I shrugged. 
 
    “Aww, how sweet!” Jenny smiled as I neared her with the wooden tray in my hands. She seemed genuinely touched. But as I set down the tray on my side of the bed and handed her the warm mug of coffee, her eyes flashed in a way I’d learned to both love and fear. 
 
    “Is this because you’re hoping I’ll let you cum today?” She asked as though she was asking about the weather, taking a careful sip of hot coffee immediately after while she peered at me over the tilted rim of the mug. Sitting on the edge of the bed, I squirmed. 
 
    “Maybe,” I admitted. Jenny giggled. 
 
    “Well, I suppose you have been pretty good,” she teased. “But I can’t release you right now. The day’s not over yet. Besides, I have plans.” My cock swelled as she spoke, testing once again the constraints of the cage as it tried to harden. Jenny’s plans terrified me, even as they excited me beyond measure. Jenny’s plans had a way of resulting in multiple orgasms, at least for her. And today, I hoped, for me as well. I had been told I’d be released after three days. I had been promised. Andrea and Jenny could be cruel. But surely they wouldn’t go back on their promise? 
 
    “Wh - what kind of plans?” I asked. Jenny took another smiling sip of coffee, slowly savoring the taste, before she replied.  
 
    “Well,” she said, while wisps of steam rose like smoke from the mug she held in both hands, “I’m going to go shopping first. With Andrea. Then we need to go back to her place.” 
 
    “Why?” I asked. I didn’t want to sound like a petulant child. But I couldn’t help it. The corners of Jenny’s mouth lifted slightly as she smiled. 
 
    “You didn’t think the key was here, did you?” she smiled. “I couldn’t take that risk. I gave them both to Andrea last time I saw her.” It felt as though someone had dumped a bucket of ice cubes directly into my blood as Jenny’s smiling eyes watched my face. Andrea had both keys? Jenny could be a cruel tease, as she had amply proved over the past few days. But she was my wife. She loved me. Andrea most definitely didn’t. She loved to humiliate me, loved to tease me, loved for me to know that she was fucking my wife. But she didn’t love me at all. And if anyone was going to renege on the freedom I had been promised, it was Andrea. And yet Jenny had simply handed over complete control to her sexy friend. Even as my guts churned in inner turmoil, my trapped cock throbbed. Yes, it was hot. I’ll admit that. But it was terrifying. Those two were far too close these days for my comfort. 
 
    “Don’t worry,” Jenny smiled. Setting her coffee cup on the bedside table, she leaned towards me, the blanket bunching around her hips as she moved. “I’ll get it back. A deal’s a deal. Just be a good boy from now until then, and you’ll get your release.” I stifled a long moan as she reached forward and took the pink cage in one hand, squeezing it slightly and making my body throb with hopeless anticipation. The small padlock rattled, an unnecessary reminder of my helplessness in the face of these cruel women. I thought of bolt cutters, of hacksaws. I could free myself if I had to. But the swirl of emotions in my head as Jenny played with my chastity device confused me. My indecision lulled me into passivity. One more day. I could take it. I hoped. 
 
    “I need to shower,” Jenny smiled, sitting back against the headboard. “Come on. You can do my back.” This time, I didn’t even try to hide the groan of despair as Jenny chuckled and rose from the bed. The thought of seeing my wife’s lovely body glistening wetly and streaked with soap suds, being able to touch without being able to truly enjoy, filled me with fear. But Jenny took my hand, and I followed her to the bathroom anyway. What could I do? I needed that key back. 
 
    * 
 
    In the darkness, I sat alone. Jenny was coming. Jenny was coming, and my balls throbbed with pent-up cum as I sat, and waited. Only the kitchen light burned behind me, casting long shadows across the floor. The curtains were closed. The living room was plunged into darkness. My phone sat on the dining table behind me, dark and silent now. I waited. 
 
    Jenny’s text had been clear. Unequivocal. Coming home now. Put on cuffs and wait for me. She didn’t ask. I knew better than to question. She had a pair of heavy metal cuffs she’d recently bought, easy enough to get on, impossible to get off. I sat in a wooden chair with my wrists shackled behind my back, just as she wanted. Staring at the front door while I waited for her. Impossible not to think, in the lonely darkness, of the last time I had sat cuffed in one of these chairs. Impossible not to remember Andrea’s easy dominance, her total authority, the way she had disgraced both me and Jenny in a matter of minutes, needing no weapon besides her potent beauty. The silicon chastity device strained, but it held my cock securely while the minutes yawned into days. Jenny was coming. I didn’t even question her orders. I wanted freedom from the device more than I had ever wanted anything in my life, as far as I could recall in what was left of my rational mind. And then the headlights of a car swooped across the curtains from outside, and my heart raced as I heard Jenny’s car pull into the driveway. This was the magic we had discovered, the transformation that maybe even Andrea didn’t realize she had brought about. How many men, after ten years with the same woman, wait with bated breath for her to come home? I did. Energy seemed to glow in every rampant cell of my body, fed by a lust that seemed almost like an external force, the kind that forms stars and tears galaxies apart. Had anyone ever wanted anything this much? Hard to believe. 
 
    I heard footsteps on concrete, and a key in the door. The door swung open. Outside, the night was black, pierced by the unwholesome orange glow of streetlights. Jenny stood in the doorway, silhouetted by the grimy glow outside, a darker shadow against the night. The breath caught in my throat. She stood there, silently, and I gazed at her outlined form while the blood roared in my ears. I heard a faint noise from her, something like a tiny chuckle. Then she stepped inside, and closed the door behind her. Her footsteps echoed on the floor as she approached, taking her time, building the anticipation. When she left to go to Andrea’s, she had been wearing sneakers. She had said they were going shopping. What was she wearing? My cock throbbed. 
 
    “Hello,” Jenny purred. “I see you followed my instructions. Good.” She stood close beside me, close enough that I could smell the perfume that rolled like a great warm wave off her body, engulfing me like a cloud that shrouds the top of a mountain. Her face was hidden in shadow. She appeared to me like a shadow herself, visible only when she moved, in glimpses. The light from the kitchen hid more than it revealed as it crept around the corner, slinking behind my back to show no more than Jenny wanted me to see. 
 
    “Are you ready to be released?” she asked. Her voice was low and stern, every inch the sultry dominatrix. But I could hear her smile, the irrepressible laughter that was welling up inside her. Andrea assumed a dominant role as though she was born for it, as natural to her as the wind is to the birds that soar on it. But Jenny was different. Her dominant side was something that was revealed only slowly, in stages. But there could be no question of who was in control here. 
 
    “Yes,” I croaked, the tip of my tongue dancing over my dry lips. Jenny stepped forward, into the light. She loomed above me, her green eyes glowing, her long hair shining like spun gold on the black material of the long coat she wore. My eyes traveled up and down her body as I took in the sight, looking for a chink in the armor. Beneath the hem of the coat, her calves swelled, her skin both covered and revealed by the smoky fabric of sheer stockings. A pair of brand new black leather ankle boots were on her feet, making her sway from side to side with the slightest movement like the flute of a snake charmer. And I was her hypnotized prey.  
 
    Jenny’s hands grabbed the sides of the coat, and in one sudden movement, she flung it behind her. I gasped involuntarily, and she smiled at my reaction. Beneath the coat, my wife was dressed all in black. The black stockings ended at her thighs, held up by the matching suspenders that made dark bars against the pale skin of her thighs. Black silk panties shone between her legs in a tiny triangle that carefully concealed what I most desired. The bra, black silk as well, pushed her breasts high on her chest, accentuating her irresistible feminine form. And there, around her neck, the silver chain that held the key to my sexual release. The cuffs rattled behind me as I took in the lovely sight, my cock aching for freedom as she taunted me with her body.  
 
    “I got the key,” she said. The smooth stockings slid over my bare thighs as she straddled me, lowering herself into my lap. Her warm weight settled on my thighs. I stared up at her forlornly as she put one arm over my shoulders and held her necklace in her other hand, dangling the key playfully in front of me. I gulped. Jenny leaned forward, and the metal, warmed by her fragrant skin, danced across my lips. “Kiss it,” she said, her voice barely above a whisper, “kiss the key to your chastity.” I puckered my lips, pressing them reluctantly against the dangling key while Jenny chuckled at my submission. She had me. She had to know that she had me, looking the way she did, with three days worth of backed-up cum boiling like magma in my swollen balls. But Jenny was in no hurry. Shifting slightly in my lap to make herself more comfortable, she began to speak. 
 
    “You wouldn’t believe what I had to do to get it,” she purred. “Andrea didn’t want to give it to me. She likes having you locked up. So do I. But if it was up to her, I don’t know if you’d ever get to cum. I really had to work hard to persuade her.” 
 
    “Thank you,” I rasped. Jenny giggled. 
 
    “You’re welcome,” she said. “But wouldn’t you like to hear what she made me do first?” My lips twitched as I nodded mutely. 
 
    “Well,” said smiling Jenny, “first we went shopping. We bought some…interesting things. Including this outfit. Do you like it?” 
 
    “Yes,” I grunted, nodding eagerly. 
 
    “So did Andrea,” Jenny smiled. “She took me to every underwear store in town, dressing me up like a doll. She likes lingerie, you see. She’d send me to the changeroom with the things she’d picked out, and then I had to come out and show her. Right in front of the whole store. God, I was so embarrassed. Can you imagine? At the place where we bought this outfit, Andrea and the sales clerk were both standing there waiting for me. When I came out, they both looked me over and started discussing what was good, what was bad, what I needed to improve. Like I wasn’t even there. Just a toy for her amusement.” I could hear Jenny’s breath picking up speed as she recalled her ordeal at the hands of her young mistress. My cock pressed hard against the locked device as I imagined my wife being so publicly disgraced. 
 
    “Fuck, it was hot,” Jenny breathed. “Right there in the mall. She made me turn around. All the other woman in the store were looking at me. From outside, some men could see, too. Your slutty little wife, on display for half the town. I was so wet. We kind of had to buy these panties, I made such a mess in them.” 
 
    “Fuck,” I moaned, my blood alive with desire. 
 
    “I know,” Jenny said. “But that wasn’t all. Andrea wanted some lingerie of her own. Oh my God, honey, you should have seen her. She looks amazing in everything. We girls are lucky sometimes. We get to wear such nice things, and get to play with another woman dressed the same way. I never realized how much fun it could be.” Visions of lesbian games raced through my febrile mind, of Jenny in her lingerie pressing her lovely body against Andrea in a similar ensemble. There was no way I was shaking that image any time soon.  
 
    “She didn’t wear it in front of everyone, of course,” said Jenny. Of course. With Andrea, there was always a power dynamic. “She took me into the changing rooms with her. To help her put the stuff on. No one batted an eyelid. Girls can get away with so much.” She chuckled, and I noticed that her hips were moving, rocking slowly back and forth on top of me. Recounting her tale was turning her on every bit as much as it was me, I could tell. And that only fed my own desire as I squirmed beneath her, desperate to be free but just as eager to hear the rest of the story. 
 
    “She was wearing this basque type of thing, almost like a corset,” Jenny said. “It was so tight, I could hardly get it on. But once it was on…oh my God, those boobs of hers. They’re amazing! You know, all these years with you, I forgot what it’s like with girls. I mean, obviously, there’s plenty of sexy girls around to look at. But I guess I forgot how much more…complex sex with a woman can be. With guys - no offense. But it’s all kind of the same thing after a while. But there’s so many ways for two women to get each other off. It’s like a burger and fries versus a buffet.” Jenny laughed at her own cleverness while my cheeks burned. She knew that this was what I was most afraid of. My wife had given up women when we met. For ten years, we had only slept with each other. Until Andrea came along. My biggest fear was that she would remember how much fun she used to have with women, and would decide it was better than what she had with me. And Jenny knew that. She used it. 
 
    “We were both getting pretty excited by that point,” Jenny said. She leaned forward, her blonde hair trailing across my shoulder, and her red lips tickled my skin as she whispered her next words into my ear. “She made me go down on her in the changing room,” she said. “Right there, with just a curtain between us and the rest of the store. I felt like such a little slut, but I couldn’t help myself. The curtain didn’t come all the way to the floor. Anyone taking a look would have seen me, on my knees, licking away at Andrea’s delicious pussy. They would have heard her moaning as she came in my mouth. They would have seen us coming out with her face all red, and mine all shiny. I wonder if they knew. I wonder if they could smell it on me went Andrea made me go up to the counter to pay.” I groaned again. Andrea’s power over my wife was staggering. I never would have dreamed of trying something like that with Jenny. But Andrea’s orders were like an unarguable command to her. Jenny sat back, smiling down at me with both arms draped around my neck. The dark triangle at the front of her panties pressed against my uncomfortably caged cock as she ground herself against me, teasing us both with the movements of her body. 
 
    “After that, we wanted to get home pretty quick,” Jenny smirked. “So we went back to her place. She has these toys…oh my God. I don’t think I’ve ever cum so much in my life. She has a strap-on, except there’s no straps. She just puts it inside herself, and it stays there, and then it’s like she has a cock, and it’s just….amazing.” Jenny’s eyes closed as she lost herself in reminiscence.  
 
    “She made me suck it,” she said. Her eyes opened again as she spoke, burning with a bright green flame as she stared directly into mine. “She tied my hands behind my back, and she stripped me down to my lingerie, just like this, and she made me kneel in the floor in her living room and suck her fake cock like it was real. And I did. You know I did.” I did. There was no doubt in my mind. My wife was Andrea’s slave, every bit as much as I was. 
 
    “I was so wet,” Jenny said. “All I wanted was for her to take that big cock and fuck me hard. I begged her. I begged her on my knees to fuck me while she slapped my face with her cock and laughed.” 
 
    “Oh my God,” I gasped. Overwhelmed by the images my wife was taunting me with, I shuddered beneath her.  
 
    “Then her friend came round.” Jenny suddenly stopped. Her body no longer moved on top of me. She held herself still. Her hands gripped my shoulders as she stared deep into my eyes, reading my inner heart off my shining pupils.  
 
    “There I was, on my knees, a big cock in my mouth,” Jenny said. I groaned as her hips began to move again, sliding over my trapped cock as she rubbed herself against me, harder this time. “And her friend walked right in. She just laughed. The friend, I mean. Some old fuck buddy of Andrea’s. She introduced me as her latest fuck toy. They laughed about how I’m married. Andrea told me to tell you that. Then they started kissing, right over me, and - well….” The key shone on Jenny’s necklace as she reached under her hair to unfasten the clasp at the back of her neck. My breath shuddered in my rattling chest as she slipped the key inside the tiny padlock and turned it. As Jenny quickly removed the pink chastity device, my cock surged forwards, almost pushing the silicon cage off by itself as it rose into the air between my wife’s legs. Jenny giggled. Reaching behind me, she put the cage on the table and sat back. 
 
    “Look at this thing,” she cooed. 
 
    “Oh fuck,” I gasped as I felt her sliding her fingers over my cock, drawing sparks of long-awaited pleasure from my frayed nerves. 
 
    “Do you want to hear the rest of the story?” she teased. 
 
    “Yes,” I panted, “yes, please!”  
 
    “Ok,” Jenny smiled. “They took me to the bedroom, still tied up. I had to watch them making out and playing with each other, just like we’ve made you watch before. I think Andrea likes being watched. I think I do. There’s something so sexy about it. But I never realized how frustrating it is to watch, and not be allowed to cum. Andrea’s friend was sucking on those big tits I’d been thinking about all day, and I was creaming myself in my panties, and all I could do was watch. It was so exciting, but so hard, too. Then they started to fuck. Andrea took her friend from behind, doggy style. Then they started doing it missionary. Then Andrea told me I was allowed to join in. After lots of begging, of course.” 
 
    “Of course,” I whimpered. Jenny’s fingers still toyed with my cock, and I felt as though I was already on the verge of orgasm. She smiled. 
 
    “So while Andrea fucked her friend, I was their oral slut. I licked her friend’s clit, and Andrea’s cock, until they both came. But I wasn’t allowed to. After they were done, they sent me back to you.” 
 
    “You haven’t - “ 
 
    “No,” Jenny smiled. “I haven’t cum yet. Just like you. God, I need this so bad. Come on. Fuck me.” Jenny reached behind me as she spoke. The key on her necklace also fit the lock on the handcuffs I wore, and as they opened, I sprang forward with a roar. Jenny yelped as I wrapped my arms around her slender waist and buried my face in her breasts, and there was a loud crash as our bodies hit the floor. Jenny shrieked, in surprise and joy rather than pain, and I gathered myself on top of her, pinning her shoulders to the floor with my hands while I pressed my hips forward. The swollen head of my cock found the warm wetness of her pussy, and we moaned together like animals as I slipped easily inside. Her wet and ready pussy, dripping with her own juices, offered no resistance as my invading shaft pushed her lips further apart. My fingers dug into her shoulders and I howled like a beast at the ceiling as I finally felt what I had been taunted with for so long, the tight clenching of a warm pussy around my cock. Jenny moaned, as swept away in ecstasy as I was. I thrust forward, my hips a blur as I pounded her, our mated bodies moving across the floor with the desperate force of my thrusts. Jenny thrashed and screamed, and I felt her pussy spasm, and all at once her warm wetness was flowing in a sudden spurt, coating my cock and balls, and I snarled as I drove myself into her, and she wailed and wept, and I cried out as my cock exploded in an orgasm that made the world go black while silver flecks danced at the edge of my vision. My balls heaved as they emptied themselves, and Jenny took it all, and I collapsed on top of her, our chests heaving against each other as we fought for breath while the madness of lust slowly ebbed.  
 
    “Oh my God,” Jenny gasped breathlessly, “oh my God.” I sighed as I rolled off her to lie beside her on the living room floor, awash in a flood of happy hormones as we breathed together in the dark. After a while, her fingers brushed mine, and I took her hand. We lay there in silence for longer than I could put a figure to, both lost in the shared moment of overwhelming physical pleasure. Finally, Jenny lifted her head and turned to me. 
 
    “Best sex ever?” she said. 
 
    “Oh yeah,” I replied. I couldn’t remember ever coming so hard. I’d thought I might pass out from the force of the orgasm as it tore through my body. I felt drunk with it now, my brain overloaded with pleasure as though I had burned out delicate circuitry, and didn’t care. 
 
    “So the cage,” Jenny smiled. “Probably a good idea?” I studied her face. My lips worked, but no sound came out. I was struggling with myself, struggling to deny a truth that was all too evident to both of us. 
 
    “I - I guess,” I said. 
 
    “Good,” Jenny smiled. “Maybe let’s try a week next time.” 
 
      
 
    She Uses The Married Couple 
 
      
 
    The door was only half-closed, casting its slanted shadow across the hallway. I crept towards it on bare feet, treading as carefully as though I was walking on a bed of nails. Not like anyone was going to hear me anyway. From halfway down the hall, I could hear the noises coming from the bedroom. My bedroom. Or at least it used to be. It still was, I guess. Unless Andrea was around. 
 
    Andrea’s place was small. After all, she was a student. Even that thought sent a little thrill racing along my spine. She was so young. Easy to forget that, when she dominated my wife and I so effortlessly. We’re not exactly over the hill ourselves, Jenny and I. But I’m fourteen years older than Andrea. And that just adds to the humiliation, when she comes over and treats me like dirt. She comes to our place because we have more room to play in our single story suburban home. But also, I think, she likes to come here. She likes to fuck my wife in our marital bed. I don’t know where a woman in her early twenties learned to play like this. I blame the internet, personally. When I was her age, the internet was for nerds, the old dial-up modem singing like a fax machine as it accessed the clunky, slow-loading pages of the turn of the century. Back when the millennium bug was something we worried about. If I mentioned that to Andrea, she’d look at me like I was speaking Latin. Still, we had better things to do than sit around talking about obsolete technology.  
 
    Obsolete. The word glowed in my brain like neon. That’s how I felt, my cock locked away and deemed unworthy. Unnecessary. The women could have their fun without it, and that’s what scared me the most. Jenny loved me. I had to trust in that. But there was no sense denying the obvious truth. She was far more attracted to Andrea now than she was to me. I knew Jenny had been with women before we met. But for years, she had only been with me. Now she was rediscovering the seductive pleasures of lesbian sex, with a partner who could cum again and again and not be sated. I could hardly blame her. I’d rather fuck Andrea than me, too. 
 
    Tentatively, I approached the open door. You could almost believe it was left open accidentally, forgotten in the powerful flood of hormones that accompanies passion. But I’d learned by now that very little was accidental where Andrea was concerned. She was studying to be a dentist, but sometimes I suspected she was selling herself short. With a brain and a body like hers, she could rule the world. 
 
    She certainly ruled our house. 
 
    At the door, I paused, steeling myself. I squeezed my eyes shut momentarily as I drew a deep breath. So far, I’d seen nothing, besides some suggestive moving shadows. But it didn’t take a genius to know what was going on. I could hear my wife’s muffled moans, and Andrea’s grunts and curses, and I knew what awaited me behind the bedroom door. My cock ached. The pink silicon of the chastity device bent and stretched, but it was absolutely impossible to get an erection in the cruel device. Just as it was impossible to remove. Only two keys in the whole world could free me and give me the release I so desperately desired, and Jenny had one. Andrea had the other.  
 
    There was nothing for it. I had to go in. And I both feared and desired to see whatever erotic vision waited behind the bedroom door. Andrea liked to role-play, and I had a role to play, too. My hands shook, and the glasses of water rattled slightly on the tray I carried. Like some kind of waiter, reduced to the status of an unpaid servant in my own house. A slave. That’s what I was. For as long as these two women kept the keys to my sexual pleasure, I would do what they wanted. The power they held was unbelievable. 
 
    Clearing my throat loudly to announce my presence, I pushed the door open with my bare foot. It was Jenny that had decided I was not to wear clothes in he house any more. She liked the see the pink cage dangling between my legs, a constant reminder of my submission. She didn’t even have to ask any more. It had become habit for me to remove my clothes at the front door when I entered the house. There were entire weekend when I spent the whole time nude, but for the chastity device. It was a development that Andrea seemed to tacitly approve of, even if it made little difference to her personally. Bringing a girl home had been a present for me, for our anniversary. But Andrea had far more interest in Jenny than she did in me.  
 
    The glasses rattled on the tray. My body trembled. Even when I knew what to expect, even when the sight of Andrea fucking my wife had become shockingly familiar to me, it never seemed to lose its visceral impact. There was a falling feeling in my stomach, as though I was in an elevator that was hurtling uncontrollably to the floor. My balls ached with pent-up cum, my cock straining stupidly against the cage that never yielded. 
 
    Jenny was on her knees. In the middle of the floor, beside the bed, she kneeled. Her bunched thighs showed beneath a tiny plaid skirt that did next to nothing to cover her. Her legs were spread, and in the darkness below the useless skirt, I knew her pussy would be wet and dripping. Her toned stomach was bared by the white shirt she wore, tied in front to expose the deep plunge of her bouncing cleavage. White socks gripped her calves. She looked every inch the slutty schoolgirl of a million wet dreams. The only thing at odds with her costume was the heavy black leather of the substantial cuffs that pinned her wrists behind her back. 
 
    Jenny didn’t look up as I entered the room. She was busy. Her eyes were fixed on Andrea, a dark ring of mascara visible above her watery eyes. Her blonde hair shone like silk as her head bobbed up and down, up and down, low moans alternating with brief choking gasps as she swallowed Andrea’s cock.  
 
    Andrea turned her head to watch as I entered. A slow smile spread across her face. She never stopped for a moment, rocking her hips back and forth while she fucked my wife’s drooling mouth with her fake cock. A strap-on, I would have called it, except there was no strap. Instead, the dildo simply went inside her. I had to admire her muscle strength as she kept the realistic cock in place with nothing more than the wet walls of her vagina. It all added to the realism, as though there was a true flesh and blood cock rising from her otherwise extraordinarily feminine body. It made me feel funny to look at her. Her dark eyes roved boldly over my exposed body, sparkling with delight at the sight of my pink cage. The only cock in the room right now getting any attention was Andrea’s, and inside, I bristled at the injustice of it all. My wife was on her knees deep-throating a cock that completely lacked nerves and the ability to feel pleasure, while mine cried out for the smallest touch. But those were the rules. Andrea’s rules. And she was the type to enforce them. Still grinning, she turned her attention back to my wife. Jenny had braided her hair into two pigtails on either side of her head to enhance her girlish look, and Andrea held one braid in each hand like handles while she slid in and out of Jenny’s mouth. My wife’s slutty yet innocent look was totally at odds with her lover. Andrea stood tall in black boots with a high heel, the shiny leather reaching up past her knees. Her huge breasts swayed in a black bra that pressed the golden orbs up against her body, deepening and enhancing her already naturally impressive physique. My body tingled with desire. I didn’t know who I was more attracted to in that moment, the slutty schoolgirl or the powerful dominatrix. All I knew was that I needed to cum, as much if not more than I ever had before. And I knew one other thing: that was never going to happen, unless I did exactly as I was told.  
 
    And so I stepped across the floor, holding my tray in hands that shook and trembled. I passed right by the two moaning women as I made for the bedside table and set down the glasses of water. Straightening, I turned to face them again. My breath caught in my lungs as I watched my wife fellate her girlfriend. Her lover. Her mistress. Whatever you wanted to call Andrea, she was our sexual superior. That much was clear. Numbly, I watched. The women paid me no more attention that they did to the funiture. 
 
    “Suck it, slut,” Andrea snarled. “Suck that cock like the whore you are.” Jenny gulped and swallowed, her red lips wrapped around the thick dildo as she bobbed her head up and down, Andrea’s grip on her braids forcing her to bend to the younger woman’s will. The cock, lubricated by Jenny’s saliva, slipped momentarily free of her mouth, and Andrea laughed cruelly as she waved it around in my wife’s face, slapping her cheeks with the swaying phallus before sinking it once again into Jenny’s mouth. My hands clenched uselessly at my sides as I watched my wife utterly humiliated in front of me.  
 
    “Look at your husband with his silly little cock all locked away.” Andrea fixed me with a stare from across the room, that same wicked smile on her beautiful face as she stared me down. “Just standing there watching. He’d better get used to it, hadn’t he? You love my cock much more than his, don’t you?” I winced as Jenny tried to nod, still sucking the dildo as she made faint noises of agreement in her throat.  
 
    “Let’s show him, slut,” Andrea grinned. The new light in her dark eyes made my stomach quiver fearfully. “Let’s show him how I fuck you better than he ever could.” There was a wet sound as Andrea withdrew from Jenny's gasping mouth. My wife spluttered and gasped for air, her head hanging down as her young mistress released her braids. Andrea’s boots thumped ominously on the floor as she stepped past my kneeling wife, her flashing eyes staring right at me. 
 
    “You,” she spoke. “Bring us some water.” I turned, and picked up a glass in each hand. The small padlock tapped quietly against the silicon cage as I made my way cross the bedroom. I handed the cool glasses over to Andrea, and drank hers in two big gulps before handing the empty glass back to me with a satisfied sigh. Then she held the second glass in front of Jenny’s face, and my cuffed wife sipped gratefully at the cool water. I waited in silence, my body throbbing. The women were re-hydrating, and I knew with certainty that this humiliating spectacle would not be over quickly. What man can compete with that? We cum once, and even the best of us are done for a while after that. These two, I knew from experience, could keep sex going the entire day if they wanted to.  
 
    Andrea handed Jenny’s glass back to me, the red stain of her lipstick blooming like a rose on the side. I scurried across the bedroom and set the empty glasses back on the tray, then returned to Andrea’s side. She stood with her hands on her broad hips, the big cock rising from between her legs threateningly. She seemed to be thinking of something, while Jenny and I awaited her next cruel whim. Finally, Andrea smiled.  
 
    “Get on the bed,” she said to me. “On your back, with your head at this end.” She pointed to the foot of our bed. Jenny looked up at me curiously from her position on the floor. I hesitated. Andrea’s look darkened as her smooth brow furrowed into a frown. 
 
    “If you want to cum any time before Christmas,” she said in a voice that dripped with menace, “you’ll do as I say.”  
 
    “I think you better do it, honey,” Jenny said from her position at Andrea’s feet. “she’s not kidding.” I knew that. More and more these days, Andrea was showing the sadistic side of herself. As though her power over us only fed her hunger for more. It must be a relief, I supposed, from her everyday life as a busy young woman, trying to make her way through a demanding workload at college while trying to build an adult life for the first time. It must be a relief for her to come here and be completely in charge, obeyed without question. In the same way, it was a relief for Jenny and I to set aside the mantle of adult responsibility that weighed us down each day. It was nice to let someone else make the decisions and just be in the moment. Besides, my cock ached with unrelieved desire. It was a foregone conclusion that I would do what she said. Heaving a sigh, I climbed onto the bed just the way Andrea wanted, rolling onto my back with my feet at the headboard and my head at the bottom of the bed. Andrea smiled in triumph. 
 
    “Come this way more,” she said. “Get your head over the edge.” I squirmed on the mattress as I followed her orders. My head hung over the edge of the mattress now, and Andre was upside down as she towered over me. I could see where her end of the fake cock forced her wet lips apart, tightly clenched by her tight young pussy as it hovered over me. My cock ached. I’d been inside Andrea exactly twice, and it was amazing. I was jealous of the insensate lump of rubber that got to stay inside the moist pussy I was forever denied. 
 
    Smirking, Andrea stepped away. Now she moved with purpose as she swaggered to the closet. Since we started down this strange path, we’ve started to amass a small but useful selection of sex toys and gadgets. Jenny likes to tie me up almost as much as Andrea does. And I - well, I like it too. Even when it scares me. Especially when it scares me. So when Andrea grabbed a fistful of coiled rope, soft on the skin and specially made for the purpose, I simply sighed. As she returned to the side of the bed and leaned over me, tying a loop around my arm, I didn’t resist. Jenny’s big green eyes watched in wonder and fascination as her girlfriend had her way with me. A smile played on her smudged lips as she watched me submit, too, her whole body throbbing with desire while she waited on her mistress. Andrea’s sharp heels echoed against the floor as she circled the bed, and soon, I was completely tied down. The thick rope held my arms out away from my body, my wrists fastened to the legs of the bed beneath me. If I struggle, I could move my arms a little up and down along the surface of the mattress. But that was all. The bed sank as Andrea climbed on top of it, and I didn’t even try to suppress my moan as she threw a leg over my body. She hunched over my prone body, her legs either side of me, and I could smell the warm scent of her pussy wafting over me as I gazed up at her with abject longing. But Andrea wasn’t finished. She crawled over me, treating me to a close-up view of her beautiful round ass, the smooth young skin sliding softly over the taut muscle beneath. Huddled over my legs, she tied my ankles together with another piece of rope that she then tied off to the headboard. When she was done, she plucked at the rope to test it. It barely moved. I was firmly tied down, completely at her mercy just as my wife was. 
 
    Andrea climbed of the ed, her realistic cock swinging heavily between her legs. She stood proudly beside the bed, her gaze turning from me to my wife and back again. A married couple, tied up and completely at her disposable. You couldn’t really blaming her for basking in her achievement, just a little. 
 
    “Up.” Andrea seized one of Jenny’s braids, and my wife winced as she was pulled to her feet. “Get on the bed.” Her tone was bland, almost impassive, as she roughly manhandled my wife in her ludicrous costume. Jenny cried out as Andrea turned her around and shoved her onto the bed and top of me. With her hands in cuffs, Jenny could do nothing to break her fall, and I grunted as her full weight crashed on top of me. “Up,” Andrea said again, and jenny yelped as Andrea spanked her under her tiny skirt. Her legs scrabbled on the sheets as she crawled as best she could on top of me, trying to comply with her mistress’s commands. Andrea wasn’t satisfied until my wife was lying on top of me, balanced precariously on her knees, her face pressed against my thigh. My trapped cock throbbed at the feel of her breath against my skin, my balls clenching uncomfortably as though I could somehow burst free from the device. The mouth Andrea had just fucked in front of me was no more than a few inches from my cock. 
 
    “I have a new job for you,” Andrea said. She appeared above me, upside down, the leather of her boots gripping her firm thighs with the fake cock rising into the air, pointing menacingly towards Jenny. Andrea swept her black hair back from her face, pinning it behind her ear as she reached for something on the nearby dresser. As she turned back to me, I could see the malice that glittered in her eyes. 
 
    “You’re going to be our lube boy,” she smirked. “You’re going to watch me fuck your wife, and you’re going to help us keep everything nice and slick and sexy. Open your mouth.” Her magnificent breasts in their carefully engineered bra dangled above me as Andrea bent over me. There was a small bottle in one of her hands, and the other gripped my throat as I strained to raise my head from the edge of the bed. Her thumb flicked the cap off the bottle. “Don’t fight it,” Andrea cooed in a low voice. “This is happening, no matter what.” She tilted and squeezed the bottle, and clear viscous fluid ran out into my mouth. The lube was actually quite pleasant tasting, with a strong synthetic cherry flavor. 
 
    “Don’t swallow,” Andrea ordered, gripping my throat tightly as she filled my mouth with lube. Once the fluid had pooled in my open mouth, she set the bottle aside. “Now, the slicker you get this cock, the more grateful your wife will be. Here we go.” 
 
    “Ugh!” With a mouthful of lube, I couldn’t talk. But I shook my head rapidly from side to side as Andrea’s cock approached my mouth, the hard tip brushing my cherry-scented lips. Andrea chuckled at my feeble resistance. 
 
    “Don’t you wanna suck my cock, bitch?” she grinned. “Too bad. You’re doing it.” Abruptly, she lifted her head. “Slut,” she ordered, “bite his balls until he remembers his place.” She reached forward and slapped Jenny’s ass with a sharp crack that reverberated in the small room. 
 
    “Sorry, honey,” I head Jenny say. One of her braids tickled my thigh, and then I cried out as I felt her teeth against my sack. She didn’t bite hard. She didn’t have to. As she closed her mouth around one of my testicles and I felt the dull pressure of her teeth against the sensitive skin, I let my head drop back on the mattress. Andrea laughed. 
 
    “That’s better,” she said. Slowly, she pressed forward, and her fake cock slid past my slick lips and into the pool of lube in my mouth. Still gripping my throat, she slid her cock in and out of my mouth while disgrace burned my skin like summer sun. Unlike my wife, I don’t have a bisexual bone in my body. This cock was merely a toy, wielded by a beautiful woman. But that did little to assuage the humiliation as Andrea fucked my face. Strong-smelling lube flowed over my cheeks, dripping from my upside-down face, and my eyes watered as the thick head of Andrea’s cock probed ever deeper towards my throat. 
 
    “I wonder who’s a better cocksucker, you or your slut wife?” Andrea taunted. “You know, this is the best way to deep throat a cock. Maybe I should train you to do that. Like a party trick. Something you show my girlfriends. I could have you both on your knees, and see which one of you sucks my cock better. Couldn’t I, slut?” 
 
    “Yes, Andrea.” Jenny’s voice was dreamy. I could see nothing of her with my head hanging over the edge of the bed. But I could feel her. I could feel the weight of her head on my thigh, and her lips and tongue on the sensitive skin of my balls, and I moaned in frustrated pleasure around the dildo in my mouth. 
 
    “That’s right, moan like a little bitch,” Andrea sneered. “You know where this big cock is going next, don’t you?” I did. At least, I thought I did. As Andrea withdrew, her cock glistened wetly with lube. Reaching down, she seized a fistful of my hair and pulled my head up, and I craned my neck with difficulty to see my wife spread out above me. Her legs were either side of my head, and beneath her tiny schoolgirl skirt, her pussy dripped with moisture. 
 
    “Get your wife ready for me, bitch,” Andrea instructed. Reaching above my head, she flipped Jenny’s tiny skirt out of the way and grabbed the waistband, pulling my wife backwards. Instead of the pussy I craved, my wife’s puckered asshole loomed above my dripping mouth.  
 
    “The more you lick, the less it’ll hurt her,” Andrea instructed as Jenny sat on my face. “Get to work.” Jenny moaned loudly as I extended my tongue with a generous dollop of lube on the end of it. My tongue slid into her tight hole, leaving behind a trail of shining fluid as I licked her. I’d never done anything like this before. But Andrea had that effect on me. On us. Jenny moaned in surprise and delight as I tongued her asshole, pressing my face against the soft skin of her buttocks that threatened to engulf me as I lubed her up. My cock raged in its pink prison as Jenny sucked and licked my balls before driving her ass back against my face. I had no idea my wife would enjoy this so much. I had no idea I would, either. It’s truly amazing what a spell of chastity while do to a man. 
 
    “Alright, that’s enough,” said Andrea. My head dropped against the mattress as she pulled me away by the hair. The lube was almost all gone from my mouth now, leaving behind only the faint taste of fake cherries and real sex. Andrea’s glistening cock passed over me. I raised my head again to watch as she gripped my helpless wife’s hips in her hands. Jenny moaned and shuddered and gasped as she felt the thick head of the dildo against her hole. It was far bigger than mine, and even mine had never done this. Andrea was about to go where no one had gone before. Inch by slippery inch, she pushed herself inside. Amazed, I watched Jenny’s tight asshole slowly stretch to accommodate her lover. Soon, she was all the way inside. And while Jenny thrashed and moaned on top of me, Andrea began to fuck my wife’s ass right above my face.  
 
    “Oh my God,” Jenny gasped as Andrea pulled her hips back against herself. 
 
    “That’s right, slut,” Andrea hissed. “Scream for me.” 
 
    Hot lube dripped down Jenny’s trembling thighs as Andrea picked up the pace. My own body rocked beneath them as she trust herself deep inside my wife. I could feel stray drops of moisture splashing against my face as my wife howled and screamed. As Andrea abruptly pulled out, Jenny moaned, an almost forlorn sound as her mistress abandoned her. I felt Andrea’s fingers on my throat again, and she forced her cock back into my mouth. 
 
    “Just a hole for me to fuck,” she snarled. Her dark eyes burned as she glared down at me while I choked on her cock. “All your holes belong to me. You and your wife’s.” My eyes streamed as I felt the burning pressure against my throat, trying hard not to gag as Andrea continued to push past my resistance. With a dry laugh, she pulled out of my mouth, and Jenny yelped in delight as Andrea’s cock returned to pound her ass. 
 
    I couldn’t say how long she went on like this. My mouth was right below my wife’s ass, and Andrea happily switched from one to the other according to her whims. What little defiance I had soon melted away in the face of her utter victory. I lay limply on the bed beneath them, no longer even thinking of resistance as Andrea fucked my mouth. Above me, I could feel Jenny tiring too, her body slumped on top of mine as she submitted to Andrea’s rough fucking. Vanquished by this extraordinary young woman, we meekly surrendered. 
 
    I watched through blurry eyes as Andrea placed a hand on the small of my wife’s arched back. As she pressed downwards, I raised my head. Jenny’s pussy hovered above me, the musky scent of hr wetness filling my nose as I panted. 
 
    “Eat that slut pussy,” Andrea panted as she continued to fuck Jenny’s asshole. “I want your wife to cum with my cock in her ass.” She didn’t have to tell me twice. Gratefully, I pressed my mouth to my wife’s pussy, and Jenny cried out again at the fresh stimulation as I licked her just the way I knew she liked. Writhing helplessly on top of me, Jenny screamed and moaned while Andrea fucked her like a cheap whore. Her pussy trembled against my lips, and I knew she was close. 
 
    Jenny’s orgasm came in a sudden flood, gushing out of her as though a dam had burst. Suddenly, my mouth was filling with the deluge of her ecstasy, and she cried and howled the the screaming sky of a storm while I spluttered and gasped beneath the torrent of pleasure. I swallowed quickly, the taste of her orgasm mingling with the last traces of the lube from Andrea’s cock as I drank her juices. And still more came. My cock felt as though it was about to burst in the device that held it locked away while my wife shuddered and gasped above me. 
 
    Andrea withdrew. Her cock shone in the light, stray beads of lubrication clinging to the false veins on its molded surface. Jenny was dead weight on top of me, her every hole ablaze with stimulation, her central nervous system flooded with ecstasy like a burned-out circuit board. Andrea smiled down at the sight of us, and I tried to imagine how the two of us must look, bound and fucked by her big cock. Not what you think of on your wedding day, when you pledge undying love to one another. But this was our marriage, just as much as all the smaller, less exciting things that make up a long-term relationship. This was who we were. It was a part of us now, unshakably. They don’t make many women like Andrea, I can promise you that. But she was young. She would go on to other things some day. Maybe a husband, or a wife. Maybe kids. And we’d still be here, together, still feeling the effects of the awakening this beautiful young woman had caused in our marriage. 
 
    Kind of philosophical for a man who just sucked his first cock, huh? 
 
    Andrea reached between her legs, Sighing, she withdrew the fake dildo from between her own wet lips. As though on a whim, she turned it around, holding it by the cock, and pushed the end that had been inside her towards me. I could taste her juices, so different to my wife’s, as she fed me the inner end of the sex toy. I didn’t even try to resist. The fake cock rose grotesquely from my face as I sucked Andrea’s pussy juice off her toy. 
 
    Andrea’s boot heels clicked on the floor as she stepped away from the bed. Unable to hold my head up any longer, I let it fall against the side of the mattress. I could hear her moving around in the living room. She was on the phone. She was giving someone our address. Then I heard her walk back into the bedroom. There was some soft rustling. When Andrea appeared back in my field of vision, she was wearing the T shirt and jeans she had come to our house in. 
 
    “Alright, sluts,” she said. “I’m done with you.” She stepped towards the bed, and I felt Jenny’s weight shift on top of me as Andrea unfastened her handcuffs. “I have a taxi waiting outside,” Andrea went on. “I’ll call you when I want to use you again.” As Jenny lifted herself off me tied body, Andrea made her way to the door. 
 
    “Andrea,” Jenny called after her. The younger woman stopped in the doorway, turning with a beautiful smile towards us. 
 
    “What is it, slut?” she asked. 
 
    “Can I - can I have the key? For this?” I grunted around the dildo in my mouth as Jenny jangled the lock that held my chastity device together. Andrea’s wicked grin deepened. 
 
    “Maybe next time,” she smiled. With that, she was gone. 
 
      
 
    His Hotwife Comes Home 
 
      
 
    When I heard the steady tapping of high heels on the driveway outside, I straightened up in my seat. 
 
    I’d spent the morning loafing around the house, watching TV and not doing much of anything. The place was spotless. It’s not as though Jenny had ordered me to clean while she was out, or anything like that. It’s just that - well, what else was there to do? The night before, while she was out, I had been filled with a kind of nervous energy. My mind was racing, and I couldn’t keep it focused on any one thing. Cleaning the place was at least something I could do to keep my hands busy while my brain churned.  
 
    I couldn’t forget for a minute the sorry state I was in. The silicon cage around my cock would never allow that. Even when I wasn’t trying to get hard, I couldn’t help but be aware of it. It pinched if I moved the wrong way. It rattled sometimes. The slight weight was something I was getting used to, but every time I moved I was reminded of my predicament. I was reminded of the power my wife had over me, the power she had so willingly surrendered to Andrea. When you control a man’s orgasms, no matter how he might try to hold out, sooner or later you control the man. Jenny hadn’t ordered me to do chores while she was out. But if she had, I would have. I would have muttered under my breath at the injustice of it all, maybe. But I would have done it. 
 
    It had been two weeks since my last orgasm. Doesn’t sound like much, does it? It wouldn’t have to me, once upon a time. But that was before I tried it. I think men sometimes forget how often they cum. I know I did. As though masturbation doesn’t even factor into the equation. We don’t realize how often we do it, any more than you would specifically remember the last time you scratched your ass. It’s just a bodily function we take for granted. Until it’s taken away. Ever since I first discovered masturbation as a kid, I hadn’t gone more than a day or two without orgasm. Until now. 
 
    And these were no normal days, either. Jenny, and even more so Andrea, did their absolute best to tease and torment me and keep me in a state of constant frustrated arousal. Honestly, it was almost a relief when Jenny said she was going out for the night. It gave my poor straining cock a chance to be soft for a while, so long as I kept my mind busy with mundane tasks and didn’t think of where she was, and what she might be doing.  
 
    But now she was back. Those heels were tapping their way steadily up the driveway, and my cock rose at the sound as though trained to perform. The tiny cage grew tight again as my arousal grew, the bruised flesh pushing itself stupidly against the unforgiving device. Clearly, it was never going to learn. Hope springs eternal and all that. Jenny would most likely be tired, and sore. But she came back from these nights with a fire in her eyes all the same. They say women need to feel desired in order to get turned on. Well, Jenny couldn’t possibly fail to feel desired. Between me and Andrea, her beautiful body was constantly in demand. 
 
    The front door opened, and shut. I was practically holding my breath as my wife came around the corner. She was wearing her outfit from last night, the one I had helped her to put on. High heels, a dark skirt, a flattering green silk shirt. She looked great. But looking closer, you could see the slight dishevelment in her appearance. The tossed look of her blonde hair. The blurred edges of last night’s makeup. She’d been out all night, and neither of us was surprised by that. But there’s some dark magic in seeing your wife do the walk of shame into your own house on a weekend morning, especially when you haven’t so much as had an unconfined erection in a fortnight. Jenny was glowing. And inside, I was howling.  
 
    “Hi,” she breathed. I knew and loved that sly smile, that sheepish goofy grin that confirmed what I already knew. She didn’t go to Andrea’s place for conversation. She went to get fucked, and fucked well. And the look on her beautiful face, just as much as the rumpled state of her hair and clothes, confirmed my greatest hopes and fears. 
 
    “Did you have fun?” I asked. 
 
    “Oh yeah,” Jenny replied. “Well, you saw the pictures.” 
 
    I did. Throughout the long and lonely night, my phone had buzzed from time to time. Each time it did, I thought maybe I shouldn’t pick it up. I shouldn’t look at the images that I knew were only going to cause me frustration and pain as my cock tried to swell in its cage for the thousandth time. And each time, I picked up the phone anyway. Jenny’s bare ass marked with an angry red handprint as she bent over a low bed. Jenny’s face between Andrea’s legs, her pretty green eyes staring up from between her thick dark lashes as she went down on her lover. Jenny lying back on the bed, bare breasts bouncing on her chest as she smiled up happily at the camera, her face shining with what I had to assume were Andrea’s fluids. Yes, I knew what had gone on last night at Andrea’s place. I’d been present at enough sapphic bacchanals orchestrated by Andrea now to know the kind of pleasures she took from my willing wife. But don’t think for a second that I didn’t want to hear it from Jenny’s own lips.  
 
    “So what happened?” I asked, shifting in my seat on the living room sofa. Jenny didn’t answer right away. Instead, she crossed the floor and disappeared into the kitchen. I heard the fridge door open, the barely perceptible hum of the motor working while Jenny cast her eye over its contents. I heard the hum recede as the door closed again. Then it was Jenny’s heels, loud against the floor, tapping out a rhythm seemingly designed to drive me to madness as she walked back towards where I impatiently waited. She reappeared, an open water bottle in her hand, condensation forming on the thin plastic as she stood in front of me. She took a sip, her cheeks swelling before she swallowed. There was a look in her eyes that was hard to put a name to. She seemed to be considering something as she looked at me, as though uncertain what my reaction might be. But after all we had been through together since Andrea came into our lives, it was hard to imagine that Jenny would be in any way doubtful of my reaction. It was hard even for me to believe the things I’d seen, the things I’d done. But every humiliation that came back to haunt me in the long hours while my wife was out with her girlfriend served only to feed the desire bubbling within me. I feared what my wife might be about to tell me. But I wanted so badly to hear it. 
 
    “How’s your cock?” Jenny finally asked. 
 
    “It hurts,” I admitted. The flesh felt bruised from trying to harden inside the confines of the silicon chastity cage. Not that that stopped it. Penises are many things, but clever isn’t one of them. Even now, looking up at my wife in her clothes from last night, the stupid thing was trying for the millionth time to get hard, when we all knew it was an impossibility. 
 
    “Show me.” Jenny took another sip of water while she waited. She said it calmly, coolly, as though she were asking for nothing out of the ordinary. And I complied. You better believe I did what my wife said. In seconds, I disrobed, tossing aside the T shirt and shorts I had been wearing around the house. Jenny’s wet lips rose in a smile as she watched me sitting on the edge of my seat, my cock in its pink cage dangling between my legs. I could only imagine what my wife felt when she looked at the device. I knew what it made me feel. Humiliation. Shame. Lust. Frustration. The skin pressed itself through the narrow bars, as though it were on the verge of melting into liquid and pouring out through the holes in the device. I was getting used to the feeling of being unable to get an erection. But the shame and humiliation of having my cock under my wife’s control never went away. No, I thought, correcting myself. My cock wasn’t under my wife’s control, not really. It was Andrea who decided when, or if, I’d be allowed to cum again.  
 
    “Look at that,” Jenny cooed in a low voice. She was talking more to herself than she was to me. The sofa sank underneath her as she kneeled on the cushion beside me. I reached for her instinctively, my hands on her hips as I pulled her close. This is what the chastity device does, among other hings. I can’t keep my hands off her. My desire grows stronger seemingly by the hour, and the urge to touch her body is impossible to ignore. And Jenny loves the attention. Who wouldn’t? She chuckled as I pulled her close, pressing my face to her chest as she wrapped her arms around my neck. I could smell the faint trace of yesterday’s perfume still clinging to her skin, but more than that, I could smell her. The faint feminine charge of her body so close to mine, the scentless hormonal pull of her warm body, all undercut with the slight but unmistakable tang of sex. My wife had been out all night having sex without me, and my cock raged in its cage at the kinky thought. Overwhelmed with desire, I pressed my lips to her skin through the open buttons of her silk shirt, showering her with kisses as I held her tight. I knew this could only make my torment worse, of course. But I simply didn’t care. 
 
    “It was so crazy,” Jenny murmured. She ran a hand through my short hair, petting me affectionately. But I could feel the increasing tempo of her heart beneath her breasts as I pressed my face to her fragrant skin. All my hope and desire was concentrated on that, a needle-sharp point, as though everything in the world depended on her desire merging with mine. She had been out all night having the sex that I was denied. But I needed her to want more, to be insatiable, to allow me to do what I was dying to do and sink my freed cock into the wet tunnel of her passion. The rising cadence of her heart gave me hope. 
 
    “It was an orgy.” That stopped me. I lifted my head from her chest, and saw her smile down at me. I didn’t even try to keep the shock from my face. I knew that Andrea had shared my wife once already with a female friend, and the idea excited me as much as anything Andrea had put us through. But an orgy? Nothing in the few photos she had sent me had so much as hinted at that. My stomach churned like a surging sea as wild visions floated through my mind. My wife. At an orgy. And I wasn’t invited.  
 
    “What happened?” My voice was hoarse. I pulled my shaking hands away as Jenny sat back on the sofa, her legs tucked up beneath her. Tossing her blonde hair back from her face, she fixed me with a green-eyed grin, propping her cheek on her hand. As though thin wires had been threaded through my veins, I could feel my nerves tightening in fear and anticipation and desire. If I’d been asked in that moment, I don’t think I could have articulated what it was that I wanted to hear. Only that I wanted, I needed, to hear it. 
 
    “I’m such a slut,” Jenny chuckled. “I don’t know what it is. You know what Andrea does to me. Just when I think she’s pushed me as far as I’ll go, she pushes just that little bit further, and I go right along with it. I can’t help it. It feels so good to be so bad.” Jenny shifted in her seat. Beneath her skirt, I saw her press her thighs together. Reliving the memory was having a similar effect on her as it was on me. Her green eyes bored into mine as she studied my face. 
 
    “There were men there,” she said finally. I hissed between my teeth. “I know Andrea’s bisexual, but I always forget that. She seems so much more into women than men. But I guess she likes men too, sometimes. Though to be honest, she didn’t play much with them. It was mostly her friends who did that.” The blood was roaring in my ears. My heart was beating as though I had just run a mile, my breath burning in my lungs as though I could hardly catch it. 
 
    “Did you?” I croaked, hardly daring to listen to the answer. Jenny smiled. 
 
    “No,” she said. “I only played with the girls.” Air rushed out of my lungs in a sigh that seemed endless. My emotions were all over the place. It wouldn’t be at all accurate to say that I’d gotten used to my wife’s lesbian dalliances. Not at all. But I suppose I’d come to accept them. Helped by the fact that the idea was a massive turn-on to me, I had become used to the idea that my wife was Andrea’s bisexual sex slave. And I could hardly blame her, really. Andrea had a body made for sex, as though engineered by a team of perverts to create a woman nobody, male or female, could resist. I’d never considered same-sex experimentation to be cheating, and maybe that’s naive, but it was how I felt. Even after Andrea came along and showed me that a woman could make my wife cum harder than I ever did. But other men? I was having a hard time wrapping my head around that thought. 
 
    “As soon as I got there, she took my clothes off,” Jenny said. Her eyes were on the floor now, and I could see the rosy glow of her cheeks as she relived her wild night. Amazing that she could still blush, that we were still capable of feeling embarrassed in front of one another after all we had been through. But that was what lent our strange sex lives a large part of their thrill. My cock pulsed in its little prison as I listened to my wife tell her tale. 
 
    “There was just us, and two other women. One was Kerry - the one I met before. The other was called Julie. For a while, they just sort of chatted with Andrea, and I was left alone. I just kneeled on the floor beside Andrea, waiting. I knew better than to ask any questions. Andrea doesn’t like me asking questions. I could feel the other women looking at me, and - well, I have to say, it was getting me wet. And I had a feeling they could tell. God, it was so embarrassing, but so hot at the same time. Just kneeling there waiting for them to fuck me like a complete whore. Wearing nothing but my wedding ring, so every one would know that I’m a married slut.” Jenny’s fingers plucked at the hem of her skirt as she fussily adjusted it around her clenching thighs. I shifted too, adjusting my position in my seat as though it could do anything to alleviate the deep discomfort of my trapped cock trying to swell.  
 
    “Then some more people came over,” Jenny said quietly. “Some women. Some men. That’s when it all started.” Jenny gulped. “Andrea told me to lick her, and, well - you know I love that. While I was doing that, she was making out with Kerry. She knew I was watching, and she didn’t care. I think she got off on it. She saw me watching, and she just smiled and started licking Kerry’s boobs.” 
 
    “Oh God,” I murmured. The discomfort in my caged cock was killing me, but worse than that, the unrelieved desire of the past couple of weeks was tearing me apart from the inside. I leaned forward on the couch, my hands reaching for my wife’s legs, and Jenny didn’t stop me. My fingers trembled as her skirt slid up her legs, and I felt the firm muscle of her toned thighs through the thin fabric, and Jenny leaned back against the sofa as I rubbed her legs, treated to a further glimpse of her shapely thighs as the skirt crept ever higher. 
 
    “Everyone was watching,” Jenny sighed. “Everyone was watching your slut wife please her lesbian mistress. I didn’t dare stop - you know how Andrea gets. But I could feel the energy in the room. Out of the corner of my eye, I could see one of the guys take his cock out. I didn’t want to look, but I also did want to, if you know what I mean? He was stroking it, I could see that. And I couldn’t be sure with Andrea’s leg in the way, but I have to say, it looked fucking huge.” 
 
    “His cock?” I gasped. Jenny smiled. 
 
    “Yes, his cock,” she grinned. “I mean, I didn’t get a close look. But just being on display like that, and knowing that watching me was turning other people on - fuck, it gets me excited just remembering it.” As Jenny’s hand reached under her crumpled skirt, I whimpered. She had worn no panties to her date with Andrea. As she pointed out herself, what would be the point? The skirt clung only to her upper thighs, exposing her lovely legs, and my wife’s hand slid into the darkness of her crotch while she relived the memory of last night’s orgy, and I bent over her to kiss and rub her legs while she began to play with herself. 
 
    “Fuck,” she murmured, “it was so hot. I started putting on a bit of a show, and Andrea loved it. I was moaning and licking her pussy, and Andrea was calling me her little dyke cunt-eater, her dirty married slut, and I could hear people making out and touching one another. You could smell the sex in the air. I saw some girl start going down on the guy who had been touching himself, and it was so fucking hot. I mean, I was dripping all over the carpet. It was amazing.” 
 
    The air in our living room seemed to crackle with repressed desire. Jenny didn’t resist as I pushed her skirt up around her waist. She spread her legs, revealing her busy hand hovering over her wet pussy, and the cock cage bit tight into my tender flesh as my arousal surged. I leaned forward, my caged cock trapped beneath me as I lay face down on the couch, my face mere inches from Jenny’s probing fingers. I could hear the wet sound of her pussy as little gasps and sighs escaped from her mouth, and the smell of her sex washed over me while I shuddered and shivered on top of her. Playfully, she withdrew her wet fingers from herself, extending them towards me, and I readily opened my mouth and licked her juices from her fingers while she chuckled at my obvious desire. 
 
    “I could hear women moaning all around me,” Jenny went on as she slid her fingers back inside her pulsing pussy. “’Yes, yes, oh fuck yes, fuck me harder’” she mimicked, making my cock surge helplessly at the erotic sound. “I couldn’t see much, but I could tell from the screams that some of these guys were really giving it to these girls. And that just made me want it more myself. And that made me lick Andrea more, and soon she was coming in my mouth, and I slurped it all up like a good whore.” A moan escaped my lips. Jenny’s fingers were working faster now, and I could hear her rising excitement in her voice.  
 
    “Then,” she gasped, “Andrea stood up. She grabbed me by the hair and made me get up on her coffee table, on all fours, totally exposed in the middle of the room. She got a strap on, and she made me suck it while she told everyone there how she made you suck her cock too.” My skin prickled with the red heat of shame. I could see it all right before my eyes with frightening clarity, the room exploding with mocking laughter as Andrea revealed my shame while she fucked my wife’s slutty mouth. I writhed where I lay on top of Jenny’s legs, tormented by the story I couldn’t keep myself from listening to. 
 
    “Then Julie got behind me.” Jenny was struggling to speak clearly now as her pleasure overwhelmed her. Her wet fingers were practically a blur as she fucked herself right in front of my face. “She - had a strap on too. It was so fucking big, and - oh fuck - it just felt so - fucking - good.” Jenny was too far gone now in her own lust to hear my whimpers of mingled desire and despair. It was almost as though I wasn’t even there, as she masturbated and relived the memories of last night. As so often these days, I felt the gnawing fear of becoming superfluous to my wife’s needs, unable to match the stamina, beauty and creativity of her kinky lesbian lover. But through it all, my cock pressed itself relentlessly against the cage that held it. 
 
    “When Julie - was - fucking me,” Jenny panted, her words punctuated by cries and groans as her hooked fingers drove her on towards climax, “I imagined - it was - the huge cock - of the guy - I had - oh, fuck!” Throwing back her head, Jenny screamed in ecstasy. I groaned in torment as I felt the mist of her cum against the skin of my face, her orgasmic explosion coinciding precisely with a deep shudder of shame that flowed through my body. There was no need for her to finish her sentence. She had cum while being spit-roasted by two lesbians, and all the while, she had been thinking of another man’s cock. Humiliation burned my insides while arousal climbed my shivering spine, and beneath me my wife’s body thrashed as she came, spewing the hot juices of her ecstasy out over her glistening fingers while I watched. The living room seemed to whirl around me. I felt light-headed. As Jenny’s screams and cries subsided, she flopped back against the cushions, panting. A wide smile lit her face as she slumped in the afterglow of bliss.  
 
    I waited. I knew she wasn’t done. Even before Andrea came along, my wife was no stranger to multiple orgasms. And since we had picked up the young woman who was to become our mistress in the bar one fateful evening, Jenny had become increasingly insatiable. This little display, I knew, was merely a prelude, and I hoped with every fiber of my being that the next act would give me the relief I so desperately needed. 
 
    Under half-open lids, Jenny’s green eyes burned brightly. 
 
    “So what do you think?” she asked in a voice torn by pleasure. 
 
    “About what?” I asked as I inched forward. I was drawn to her body like a bee to a flower, unable to resist the call of her beauty. My lips brushed her inner thigh, and Jenny did nothing to arrest my approach as I kissed her pussy that still pulsed with pleasure. 
 
    “You slut wife thinking about other guy’s cocks while she gets fucked,” Jenny said crudely. My tongue slid over the soft skin of her swollen lips, and I heard her sigh happily. 
 
    “I think it’s hot,” I said, and kissed her twitching pussy. 
 
    “You do?” Jenny sat up straighter. I could hear the surprise in her voice. To tell you the truth, I was at least as surprised as she was. It was one thing to hear about, and witness, Jenny’s exploits with other women. But I had never even thought about her fucking other men. I had never wanted to. It sat at the edge of my mind like a huge dark boulder I was eager to avoid. If I wanted this, really wanted it, what did that make me? But Jenny had forced my hand. Unlike my wife, I had absolutely zero sexual interest in members of my own sex. But the thought of her getting wet and fantasizing about another man ticked every box in my submissive soul. In fact, I realized as I pressed my lips to my wife’s pussy hungrily, the humiliation, and therefore the thrill, was even greater at the thought of her betraying me with another man than it was when she did it with Andrea. 
 
    “Yeah,” I mumbled against her clenching vagina. “I do. It’s so wrong, but…I don’t know. If you want…that, I mean….I’m OK with it.” Above me, seemingly far above me, Jenny chuckled, and sighed. My tongue slipped easily between her wet folds, and I could feel the walls of her vagina clenching softly around it. The taste of her filled my mouth, driving me onward, and she bucked and moaned as I withdrew to slide my tongue over her protruding clit. 
 
    “Andrea thought you’d say that,” Jenny said in a breathy voice. She shifted her weight on the sofa, lying back down as I orally serviced her. “I didn’t believe her. I said you’d never go for it. But she was so sure.” Jenny reached for my head. Gently, but firmly, she seized a fistful of my hair and raised my wet face from between her legs. I gazed up into the green sea of her smiling eyes as she slowly reached inside her open shirt. A silver necklace shone as she fished it out, and a small key dangled in front of me. I moaned in desire. The key to my chastity device. My cock throbbed in anticipation. 
 
    “Well done,” Jenny smiled. “Andrea said if you agreed to let me fuck other men, I could release you. Come on. Let’s get that cock out.” Jenny giggled at the speed with which I sprang to my feet. My entire body shook and trembled as my wife took the trapped mass of my teased cock and balls in one hand, fitting the key into the padlock that held it all together with the other. The lock sprang open. The cage practically fell apart, pushed aside by the sudden swelling of my surging cock. Jenny pulled the pink silicon free, and I closed my eyes, swaying on the spot as I tried to keep my balance while the blood drained from my brain to make my member swell and harden. The thick head was a dark and furious red, my swollen balls tight beneath it, my orgasm mere minutes away. Jenny tossed the device aside and lay back on the couch, and as I opened my eyes again, I saw her smile.  
 
    “Come on, baby,” she grinned up at me. “Come and fuck your slut wife while I think about sucking other guy’s big cocks.”  
 
    The sofa slid across the floor as I launched myself onto it. Jenny cried out, a bright peal of laughter in the close air of the sexually charged living room. I didn’t hesitate. Pinning her down beneath me, I pushed my hips forward, and the head of my cock pressed against my wife’s quivering pussy. As wet as she was, I slid easily inside, forcing her lips apart as the biggest erection of my life was thrust into her. Gripping her by the shoulders, I pushed harder, forcing more cries from her throat as I buried myself like a weapon inside her. The sofa rocked as I began to thrust, wasting no time. Faster and faster, louder and louder, her cries mingling with mine and the scraping of the furniture against the floor while I pounded her, heedless of her comfort or enjoyment. The only thing that mattered was the orgasm that had been used to taunt me for what felt like the two longest weeks of my life. I growled and groaned, and pleasure climbed my spine, and my balls heaved and convulsed beneath my throbbing cock until I exploded inside her. Howling at the heedless sky, I emptied myself into my wife’s used pussy, spurt after spurt of sticky cum filling her up until it flowed freely around my still-hard shaft, and Jenny moaned and cried out at the feeling just as I did, the two of us coming together in a frenzy of debauchery. 
 
    My hair clung to my sweat-soaked forehead as I collapsed on top of her. We lay for a while like that, our chests heaving in unison, our spent bodies convulsing to the fading echoes of the same overwhelming pleasure in a different key. I couldn’t stop shaking. Ever since Andrea had come into our lives, I’d been bombarded by firsts. The first time I watched my wife fuck someone else. The first time I licked a pussy that wasn’t Jenny’s since we married. The first time I submitted, sexually, to anyone. I know, in the wordless panting of that pleasure-drenched moment, that I had never cum so hard in my life. And as I lifted my head to see Jenny’s tired but bright eyes grinning it me amid the golden halo of her messed hair, I knew that she knew it too.  
 
      
 
    Andrea’s Slut 
 
      
 
    Everything was perfect. I’d spent weeks planning for a single night. There are men who let the romance slip out of their marriages, year after mundane year, taking their wives for granted as they pile on pounds and forget how they once chased that same woman as though all that mattered was that they win her love. There are men who don’t even remember when their anniversaries are, and have to be prodded by their neglected wives. 
 
    I’m not one of those men. 
 
    I had booked a table for two, right by the window of Jenny’s favorite restaurant. I had called ahead, and spoken to the chef, asking him to make a dish that was no longer on the menu. For a hefty bribe, he agreed. She would look so beautiful in the moving candlelight in the glamorous restaurant. I could hardly wait. 
 
    She had bought a dress for the occasion. Metallic gold and shining with sequins, she would be the center of attention. She’d modeled it for me when she brought it home. My cock had throbbed in its cage at the sight of her, her toned legs bared by the short hem and her breasts swelling against the cups that held them back, baring her slender shoulders beneath thin spaghetti straps. It bared perhaps a little too much flesh for the snooty atmosphere of the restaurant. But Jenny didn’t care. And neither did I. It was obvious to me, the changes that had come over my wife in the last year. As though now, at the age of thirty five, she was rediscovering her own body, her own sexiness. And thoroughly embracing it, too. Once upon a time, Jenny would never have bought a dress like this. But she was different now. And so was I. What a difference a year can make. Jenny was fearless these days in her fashion choices, going for maximum impact whatever she wore. Let people look. She had a body to be proud of, and what was the use of all the rigorous dieting and working out if you couldn’t show it off? We both knew we had Andrea to thank for this new attitude.  
 
    It’s not just men that can take their spouses for granted. My wife had come to expect my lust, my desire for her.She could count on it. But that which is guaranteed starts to lose its appeal. Knowing that I still found her sexy made my wife happy, but it didn’t necessarily make her believe in it herself. Andrea did. Andrea treated my wife like a sex object, in a way I never could. And Jenny loved it. To be desired by a beautiful girl like Andrea. To be used, objectified, possessed entirely by the younger woman - this was powerful magic, and it made Jenny’s soul come alive, her body lighting up whenever her girlfriend touched her. Not to mention what it did to me. Andrea was my sexual superior, and I had come to accept my place. I couldn’t compete with her. Not with that incredible body, that looked as though it had been designed in a lab by a committee of hairy-palmed perverts. And not with the young woman’s devious mind, either. The sheer creativity of her sexual ideas was utterly beyond me. I’m a simple guy. There’s nothing wrong with the old-fashioned missionary-on-the-bed sex we used to have. It’s not broken. But the things Andrea has done to me, to my wife - they send a shudder down my spine just to think of them. I tried not to, given the cage that was locked around my cock and balls. Trying to get an erection in the device was extremely uncomfortable. But try not getting an erection when your wife dresses like a slut and comes home glowing with pleasure from a date with her beautiful dominant girlfriend. The cage made it impossible to get an erection, but it also made it impossible not to try. Impossible to forget my status as I went about my day with the device hanging between my legs. It was torture, and it was sublime. 
 
    On the day of our anniversary, I helped Jenny get ready. I’ve gotten quite good, over the past year. And it takes a team to make a woman look her best, but I can’t argue with the results. She had me bathe her, smiling all the while to herself in the knowledge of what the sight of her naked body glistening with water was doing to me. She reclined in the tub, and I kneeled, naked but for the humiliating pink chastity device, while I shaved her legs smooth, one dripping foot propped up on my shoulder. 
 
    “This is nice,” Jenny said. Under nearly closed lids, her eyes sparkled the green of sunlight through leaves. She was watching. 
 
    “Um-hmm,” I nodded. I worked slowly, careful not to cut her skin, knowing it would be clearly displayed by her short dress. I wanted her to look perfect. I needed her to. This was our eleventh anniversary, and I hadn’t cum in weeks. Everything depended on me giving her the most romantic night imaginable. Beneath the water, streaked with soap bubbles, her legs were parted, her pussy on display as I moved along her perfumed thighs. My tongue poked through my tight lips in concentration. It took everything I had to keep my hands from shaking as I shaved her. 
 
    “Ok,” Jenny said, once both legs had been completely shorn of hair. The water rolled loudly in the tub as she sat up, steam rising from her skin as she rose from the water. Her hands gripped the sides of the tub as she lifted herself out, and I watched in silent agony as she sat up on the side of the bath while the water slid from her shining skin. Stray bubbles clung to her breasts, the hard pebbles of her pink nipples rising from the soft flesh. This was turning my wife on just as much as it was me. And that thought only made the pink cage grow tighter on my cock as she wantonly spread her legs. 
 
    “Now my lady parts,” she grinned as I shuffled forward. Jenny kept her pubic hair trimmed into a neat strip above her lips. I reached towards her with her chunky pink razor in my hands, her sex staring me right in the face as I kneeled in front of her. My breath was suddenly short, the blood pumping through my veins in a hurry. Her lips were puffy and pink, and beneath the smell of soap my flared nostrils picked up the faint trace of her arousal, making my cock surge painfully. With the utmost care, I tidied up the edges of her hair, removing the new hairs that had started to emerge in unwanted places. The act was incredibly intimate. By the time I was finished, I was shaking with desire. But I had learned one very important lesson over the last year. The greater the anticipation, the greater the pleasure. Besides, Jenny wasn’t going to release me yet. As much as I longed to plunge my face between her legs and lick her to orgasm, I knew it would only increase my torment, even if it gave her pleasure.  
 
    “Good,” Jenny said, peering down with satisfaction at the job I had done. “Let’s get dressed.” And so I set aside the razor and climbed to my feet, swallowing my disappointment the way I had learned to do so well over the last twelve months. Everything went at Jenny’s pace now. Or Andrea’s. When you hand over control of your sexual pleasure to your wife and her girlfriend, you get used to suppressing your own desires. I helped Jenny to her feet and grabbed a towel from the rack beside the tub. The feel of her body through the soft cloth lit my blood on fire as I toweled her off, caressing her body like some priceless work of art while she waited. Lost in my task and the feel of her nakedness, she had to finally tell me to stop with a little giggle. 
 
    “Now,” she said, taking a seat on the closed lid of the toilet, “take this.” She held out a small bottle of nail polish, gold in color. I knew what to do. While Jenny reached for her makeup, pulling the extending mirror from the wall towards her so that she could begin enhancing her beauty, I kneeled back down on the cool floor and took Jenny’s foot in my hands.  
 
    She loved this. Jenny loved to have me paint her nails, an activity she had discovered a few months earlier. Unlike Andrea, my wife was not a natural dominant. But she had learned the pleasures that can come from having your husband desperate to please you, and not all of them are sexual. Painting Jenny’s toes had become another one of the tasks I had to do around the house. But as I kneeled there, her foot between my thighs gently resting on my cock cage as I applied the polish carefully to her toenails, my stomach fluttered with desire. Virtually anything can be a sex act in the right context. My enforced chastity, my near-constant horniness made even the most mundane service to Jenny part of some elaborate foreplay. Painting her toes was turning me on. And I suspected that my smiling wife knew that.  
 
    Toe by toe, I applied the polish, blowing on her digits to dry them while she giggled. By the time I was done, Jenny had finished with her makeup. I almost gasped as she turned her stunning face to me. Plump lips the color of dark wine invited kisses, and her green eyes shone like polished glass between thick dark lashes. Her skin was glowing, faint flecks of glitter shining in the light to match the dress she would be wearing.  
 
    “You look absolutely beautiful,” I said. Jenny’s white teeth gleamed as her painted lips parted in a dazzling smile. 
 
    “Thank you,” she said. “Let’s go get dressed.” Once again, I helped her to her feet. Something in her beauty made me chivalrous, beyond the obedience that I knew was my best chance at release. She looked like a queen, and I was happy to treat her as one. Still holding my hand, she led me towards our bedroom, swinging her hips as she went to make my cock throb even harder in its cage. Jenny released my hand and stood in front of the dresser. I knew exactly what to do. We had planned this evening out, remember? Down to the last detail. Jenny had told me what bra would be necessary to support her in the dress without being seen, and what panties she wanted to wear. As she watched wordlessly, I slid open the drawers and fetched the articles she needed. She raised her arms, and I put the bra on her, wrapping it around her torso and closing it in the back. It was strapless, to avoid being seen under the dress, but the underwiring pushed Jenny’s breasts high on her chest, giving her a deep mouth-watering cleavage that shuddered invitingly with every breath she took. She lifted a leg as I bent at the waist, slipping the panties over her raised foot, then the other. I suppressed a sigh as I pulled the underwear up her smooth legs, hiding her pussy from my hungry gaze. The skimpy panties had a thong back to keep them from showing through the dress. And it was the dress I reached for now, hanging all by itself on the closet door, while my wife’s bright eyes followed me across the room.  
 
    The dress felt absolutely tiny in my hands as I rolled it up. I held it out for Jenny, and she stepped into it, and the shining fabric clung to her scented skin as I pulled it up. It was tight. I went slowly, taking great care not to damage it as I dressed her. The skirt slid over her hips, stretching slightly to accommodate her curves. She giggled as I clumsily manhandled her boobs into the dress’s cups. That plunging cleavage, revealed by the dangerously low neckline. One after another, she slipped her arms through the straps as I lifted them onto her shoulders, savoring the feel of her skin against my fingers as I meticulously adjusted them. Then I stepped back, hissing through my teeth as my wife preened and posed. She looked incredible. Glamorous, yet with more than a hint of raw sex appeal, with her enhanced boobs juddering over the top of the outfit and her long legs exposed by the short dress’s clinging hem. My cock throbbed desperately in its cage. 
 
    “Now my shoes, please,” Jenny said. I stepped back to the closet. These were new, too. Despite my careful pedicure, the gold pumps had a round closed toe. Jenny sat on the edge of the bed, exposing more of her lovely legs as the dress slid up and I kneeled to put her shoes on her feet. The tall heels were made even taller by the hidden platform inside the pumps, and when Jenny finally stood, she was barely shorter than I was. She looked positively radiant, and it was all I could do to keep my hands off her. I watched in wonder as she strutted across the floor to the dresser, reaching for the necklace she had chosen for the night. I gulped as I saw it. The key to my chastity device, dangling between the breasts I longed to bury my face in. Jenny smiled, as though daring me to try and take it from her. But I knew better. If I did such a thing, Andrea would hear of it, and the two women together would concoct some awful punishment. I wasn’t going to do anything to jeopardize the release I hoped for.  
 
    “Get dressed,” Jenny smiled. “Let’s get going.” It was a matter of a few minutes for me to pull on the clothes I had planned for the night. A light blue dress shirt that I like to think matches my eyes. A pair of black dress pants. A tie that Jenny chose, even though I’ve never been a fan of wearing ties. A gray jacket. In no time at all, we were heading out of the door. Every bit the gentlemen, I held open the car door for my wife, and she smiled as she took her seat while my cock throbbed secretly as I watched her dress ride up again. She’d spend all night tugging that thing down, I knew. But it was worth it. I hurried back to my own side of the car and climbed inside, and soon, we were rolling through the dark streets on our way to the restaurant. 
 
    “Eleven years, honey,” Jenny said. Her golden hair tumbled around her shoulders, threatening to outshine her sexy dress in the moving lamplight. I shuddered slightly as she laid a hand on my thigh. “I love you,” she said. 
 
    “I love you too,” I smiled back at her. I truly did. The desire I had for her only seemed to feed the love I felt. And that was one thing Andrea didn’t beat me at. After all this time, she had a certain affection for Jenny, even if the harshness of her dominance never diminished. The two women might be lovers - the pink cage tightening around my cock at the thought - but they were not in love. Jenny loves me. She just loves the way Andrea fucks her. 
 
    The drive to the restaurant was short. I pulled up outside, the engine running. As I opened my door, a young valet stepped forward, his hand already extended for my keys. 
 
    “Can I help you, sir?” he asked. I shook my head as I walked around the car to open Jenny’s door, and my wife stepped out. 
 
    The valet’s eyes widened. I watched his glance slide down Jenny’s body in her skimpy dress, then back up. As though he couldn’t help himself, I watched him stare at my wife’s boobs while she adjusted her dress. I couldn’t exactly blame him. It was hard to look anywhere else. 
 
    And behind him, the door of the restaurant, all dark wood and polished brass, swung open. Every head turned in that direction as the authoritative clicking of high heeled shoes rang out against the concrete. 
 
    Andrea was stunning. Beneath a smoky haze of makeup, her dark eyes blazed in her pale face, framed by the silky curtain of her black hair as she smiled. A black sequined top shone on her torso, her shoulders bared by the halter neck of the shimmering garment that fell loosely from the evident swell of her large breasts. Tight black leather pants clung to her hips and thighs, shining darkly under the light as she moved on spike-heeled boots towards us. The valet didn’t know where to look. Nor did I. But Jenny’s eyes were fixed on Andrea, smiling happily as her girlfriend approached. And Andrea took my wife in her arms, and kissed her passionately right there, in front of me and the wide-eyed young valet. Their painted lips embraced one another, Andrea’s tongue probing Jenny’s mouth possessively, making my stomach churn. When the long kiss finally broke, Jenny’s eyes sparkled with the fire of lust as Andrea turned to me. 
 
    “Go home,” she said. “Keep your phone on.” Without waiting for a reply, Andrea turned. I watched her go, holding Jenny’s hands, the two perfect backsides of the woman making my cock ache in its prison, one shiny gold, the other glossy black. The valet openly stared. As the door of the restaurant closed behind them, I scurried back to my car, avoiding the valet’s eyes. 
 
    Because, of course, our anniversary isn’t just our anniversary any more. It’s Jenny and Andrea’s anniversary too. 
 
      
 
    * 
 
    I sighed as I closed the front door behind me. The house was dark. Clicking on a lamp, I slumped onto the sofa, sighing again. Andrea and Jenny would be starting their first course now, no doubt. My credit card information had been given to the restaurant when I made the reservation. The girls would be enjoying whatever they wanted, while I waited at home. It was going to be a long night, that much was for sure. 
 
    I had only just sat down when my phone buzzed. Fishing it out of my pocket, I squinted at the bright screen. A text from Jenny. A photo. 
 
    Look what Andrea bought me!!  
 
    The box was the clamshell type, more appropriate for jewelry usually, though this was bigger than normal. It lay open on the white tablecloth of the restaurant. Inside, there was a round circle of pink leather. A collar, I realized. A collar with two words in silver lettering: ANDREA’S SLUT. I gulped. Despite the fancy surroundings, Andrea was wasting no time in asserting herself. And I knew my wife would go right along with it. I could almost hear the delight in the text she sent. Sure enough, the phone buzzed again. A picture of Jenny, no doubt taken by Andrea. She was wearing the collar, right there in the restaurant, smiling happily as her girlfriend publicly humiliated her. I shivered in agonized lust. What a pair the two of them made, I thought. As though their looks alone didn’t attract enough attention. Every eye in the restaurant would be on them now. Everyone would see my wife, proudly displaying her submission to Andrea. I stroked the hard cage through my pants, though I new I could get no relief that way. They key that shone on Jenny’s necklace below her new collar taunted me from my phone screen. 
 
    I stood up, and then realized that I had nowhere to go. Instead, I paced the living room floor, my phone in my hand. I could think of nothing besides my wife, and her lesbian lover, and the lust that seemed to be tearing me to pieces internally while they enjoyed a romantic evening together. Andrea was going to fuck my wife tonight, on our anniversary. There was no doubt of that. The only questions where when, and how, and for how long. And these questions nagged at me as I paced and sighed and winced at my swelling cock, pressing against the walls of the cage while I waited. And waited. 
 
    Hours passed, and I heard nothing. I tried to watch TV, to lose myself in the brightly colored inanity that poured forth from the screen. Slowly, agonizingly slowly, my cock gave up its attempt to get hard in the confines of the cage. I tried not to think of where Jenny was, or what she was doing, trying to pretend that this was just a normal night, when in reality it was anything but. 
 
    And then the phone buzzed again. 
 
    We’re heading to a bar now. 
 
    Which one?, I texted back. 
 
    Don’t know. Andrea knows it. 
 
    A bar. The restaurant was bad enough, but at least the refined atmosphere might have a moderating effect on people’s prurient interest. In a bar, in that dress, my wife would be prey to every drunk and pervert out there. That, I knew, was exactly what Andrea wanted. My cock began to swell again in the cage, spurred on by my own sense of helplessness. 
 
    Andrea looks so sexy tonight. 
 
    So do you. 
 
    I know ;) I want to fuck her so bad. 
 
    I want to fuck you. 
 
    Well you better be a good boy then :) 
 
    I couldn’t think of anything to say to that. I had done everything she asked. I had delivered her to her girlfriend, and promptly been dismissed like a servant. I was waiting here, without a word of complaint, dying inside of fear and lust while the two of them had the time of their lives on my money. If that wasn’t being a good boy, I didn’t know what was.  
 
    Gloomily, I waited. But my frustration and anguish was part of their sex life. I knew I wouldn’t be waiting long. 
 
    When the phone buzzed again, it took me a moment to understand what I was looking at. Most of the screen was white, a kind of clinical off-white color, in fact. Walls, I realized. Partitions. Tiles. I was looking at a bathroom, presumably of the bar they were in. Half of a toilet sat in a corner, cut off by the edge of the photo. The graffiti covered wall was what Jenny wanted me to see, and as I peered at it, I noticed something. Halfway down the gray partition, someone had cut a hole into the next cubicle. 
 
    Oh my God.  
 
    Should I? Jenny texted back.  
 
    My heart froze. I ought by now to be familiar with this schizoid feeling, the constant warring of seemingly incompatible desires in my shuddering chest. But it never seems to go away. And Andrea never lets it. She’s a genius when it comes to continually increasing the pressure, always pushing the boundaries of our marriage as though determined to find its breaking point.  
 
    But she hasn’t found it yet. 
 
    My fingers hovered over the screen. My breath seemed abnormally loud in my ears as I panted, alone in the darkness of the living room. All kinds of lurid visions paraded through my mind. If she did this, could I live with it? If she didn’t, could I live with myself, knowing I had let such an opportunity slip from my grasp? 
 
    Andrea wants to see me sucking cock, Jenny texted. She says she’ll let you cum if I do. 
 
    Then do it. If you want. The moment I sent my reply, the biggest shiver yet passed through me. It was sent. There was no going back. And a kind of relief swept over me.  
 
    For a while, silence reigned. I waited anxiously, perched on the edge of the sofa with my elbows on my knees and my head in my hands, waiting. When my phone buzzed again, I snatched it up. Taking a deep breath, I opened Jenny’s message. 
 
    How do you prepare yourself for something like this? What kind of mental calisthenics could possibly prepare a man to receive a photo like that? My wife, down on her knees on the floor of a bar’s bathroom, her slutty dress barely concealing her pussy any longer as the clinging hem rides up her thighs. Her hands were flat against the wall of the bathroom stall, her left lightly above her head so that her wedding ring was visible. Andrea had staged the photo carefully. It must be her, I thought to myself, using my wife’s phone to take the photo while Jenny was occupied. My wife’s eyes were closed, her eyelids dusted with gold above her lengthened lashes, and those dark red lips were wrapped around another man’s cock.  
 
    I could see nothing of the man besides the couple of inches of his pale shaft that weren’t in Jenny’s mouth, and that was some relief. Hidden by the toilet partition with only his cock visible through the glory hole, he was completely anonymous, just as my wife was to him. At least there would be no chance of running into him at the grocery store or something like that. But then, as fireworks of lust and rage lit up my brain, I considered the flip side to this sheltering anonymity. He could be anyone. Neither of us would ever know. Anytime I saw a guy out in the street, I’d never know for certain that my wife hadn’t sucked his cock. Oh, Andrea was a dark genius when it came to this kind of thing. I had to respect her creativity, even as I hated it.  
 
    The phone buzzed again. Now Jenny was smiling up at the camera, the fingers of her left hand wrapped around a thick cock so that her wedding ring clearly showed. Was it the same cock? Or had a line formed, word getting around the bar that the glory hole was open for business? My wife was blowing guys without even seeing them, the sluttiest trick in the bad girl’s book, and my cock was raging in its prison as I waited at home. Another photo arrived. This was definitely a different guy, the cock in Jenny’s mouth brown in color, contrasting with her light skin. It was beyond belief. As the photos rolled in, one after another, I sat and shuddered and tugged at the cruel device that prevented me from receiving any sexual pleasure of my own while my wife attended merrily to the needs of total strangers. 
 
    A final photo arrived. Jenny’s green eyes stared up at the camera. Still kneeling on the floor in front of the toilet, she smiled up open-mouthed, her tongue extended. I could clearly see the thick sheen of white cum that plastered her face, thick strands of anonymous seed draped across her beautiful face. Her lips glistened with it. A white pool of semen showed on her tongue. She looked destroyed, ruined, and utterly ecstatic as she posed for her wicked mistress. I cried out, all alone in the empty house. For all the humiliation I had endured since Andrea came into our lives, nothing prepared me for this. 
 
    The phone buzzed again. 
 
    We’re getting a taxi home now. 
 
    Hurry, I replied. A smiley face appeared in the conversation. 
 
    Dropping my phone to the cushion beside me, I stood. My shirt came off in an instant, followed by my pants as I quickly stripped. Jenny would be horny when she came home, and that was the best chance I had of getting some relief of my own. I didn’t want to waste any time. Besides, I knew my wife likes to see me wearing nothing but the cage, a clear reminder of her power over me. I prayed to every dark god of kinky sex that Andrea had meant what she said, that I would be allowed to cum after what the women had put me through. Every time headlights swept past on the dark road outside, casting the billowing shadows of our curtains on the living room wall, I held my breath. And as each car passed by without stopping, I sighed with disappointment. 
 
    Finally, I heard an engine idling outside. I peered through the window, and my heart leaped at the sight of a yellow cab across the street. It sat for a while, a long while, my stomach churning in anticipation. Finally, a door opened. Andrea stepped out, pulling her long body up form the seat as she stood. Jenny followed, tugging at her slutty dress as she stumbled to her feet. The door closed behind them, and the cab crawled off down the street while the women’s heels clattered up the driveway. 
 
    I raced to the door. Flinging it open, I hid my nakedness behind the door while I waited for the women to come inside. They were giggling together like schoolgirls, walking arm in arm up the few short steps into the house. When I closed the door behind them and stood in all my nakedness before them, the women burst out laughing. 
 
    “Someone couldn’t wait, huh?” Jenny laughed. “Did my little pictures get you all hot and bothered?” 
 
    “Yes,” I groaned. Andrea’s dark eyes seemed to bore right through me, her pupils glittering like jet as she basked in my humiliation. 
 
    “Well, I have one more for you,” Jenny said as Andrea handed me my wife’s phone. I gasped at the sight that awaited me. 
 
    “We didn’t have any money for the taxi,” Andrea shrugged. “But I’m learning that with your slutty wife around, I don’t need to carry a purse.” 
 
    Jenny was kneeling on the passenger seat of the taxi, her ass raised and her pussy visible beneath the short dress. The taxi driver’s face was hidden. My wife’s blonde hair was spread across his lap, but it was abundantly clear what was going on. No wonder the cab had sat outside so long, with me waiting indoors while my wife sucked yet another stranger’s cock. Rage and fear and lust hollowed me out from the inside while Andrea’s glittering eyes drank in every twitching muscle of my face.  
 
    “Ok, honey.” Jenny stepped forward, and I moaned in gratitude as she took my caged cock in her hand. Pulling gently, she tugged me towards her, and my heart soared as she reached for the key around her neck, below the leather collar that proclaimed her status as Andrea’s slut. “Let’s get you out of that thing,” she giggled. “After all, it’s our anniversary, and your slut wife needs to fuck.” 
 
      
 
    Another Anniversary 
 
      
 
    Click. 
 
    That tiny sound, so small and quiet that normally you’d hardly here it. But in the brooding silence of our bedroom, it was louder than thunder. The delicate mechanism of the lock that held my chastity cage clicking open in response to my wife’s key, freeing my cock after weeks of being constrained. I felt suddenly dizzy as the blood drained from my head, deserting my brain while my erection unfurled like a flag in a gale. I gasped and groaned in relief, finally free of the cruel device, finally able to get hard. An erection by itself was almost a reward for me at this point. Just to not feel the pressure of the unyielding cage on my sore flesh every time I tried to get hard was a blessing. But I wanted more. As my cock surged forward, the organ swelling as though in fast forward, my body trembled with desire. The ever-present need for physical release swelled along with the organ that demanded it. 
 
    But Jenny’s not stupid. And her girlfriend Andrea is downright devious. They weren’t going to make things that easy for me, not even on the night of our anniversary. 
 
    “Come on,” Jenny had said, dangling the key that hung from her necklace as she led me by my caged cock in her other hand, towards the bedroom. And I followed. Believe me, I followed. Andrea fell in behind me, a silent little smirk on her pretty face, but I barely noticed. All my attention was on my wife, and the key that hung around her neck, the key that could give me what I needed more than anything in that moment. 
 
    “Kneel down,” Jenny said as we entered the bedroom. “Right here.” Despite the command, her voice was soft. And I did as I was told. I dropped to my knees on the floor of my own bedroom, my caged cock slipping free of Jenny’s grasp as I did so. Sometimes, I wondered if the two women planned these things beforehand, when I wasn’t around. If not, they were remarkably in sync, moving as one to achieve a common goal like a well-drilled team. Jenny grabbed a couple of scarves from the closet and tossed one across the room to Andrea. Andrea deftly caught it, and grabbed my wrist, raising my arm so that it was draped across the top of the foot board of our bed. I didn’t resist as Jenny did the same with my other arm. I was used to being tied up by now, especially when my cock was free. In a way, I couldn’t blame the girls. I wasn’t sure myself if I’d be able to resist touching myself while I watched their antics. And that could ruin everything. Unlike these two vixens, I couldn’t have an orgasm and just keep going. That was the secret of their sexual superiority over me. That was why I couldn’t hope to compete with Andrea. Well, that and the way the dominant lesbian looked. 
 
    Once I was secured, my wrists firmly tied to the metal rails of the bed frame, Jenny crouched behind me. Unhooking her necklace, she reached between my legs and unlocked the small padlock that held my cage together. The device separated into two pieces, and Jenny removed it as my cock surged forward. 
 
    “Look at it!” Jenny said, half amazed, half amused. “It’s drooling!” My cheeks colored as I looked down. She was right. In anticipation of the pleasure it had been so long denied, a thin stream of fluid was trailing steadily from the engorged head of my cock, a long strand dripping towards the floor as the women watched. I couldn’t help it. In honor of our anniversary, Jenny had decreed the longest period of chastity I had yet had to endure. Words can’t express how horny I was, how strong my desire had become. It felt as though I could cum from just the slightest touch. And that was exactly why I was being denied the opportunity. My hands turned to fists as the scarves pulled tight against my wrists. 
 
    “Hang on a sec,” Andrea said. Her heels rapped on the floor as she left the bedroom, her progress ringing out loudly through the house as she headed for the kitchen. Andrea was entirely familiar with the layout of our house by now. She herself lived in a small apartment downtown, and so we always played here, where there was more space and more privacy. After a year, I had still never seen the inside of Andrea’s apartment, although Jenny had a handful of times.  
 
    Andrea returned. Her tight leather pants creaked as she crouched behind me. A glass slid across the floor between my legs as she carefully positioned it to catch the precum that poured steadily from my twitching manhood. I hissed between my teeth as she gripped a handful of my short hair and pulled my head back on my neck. Her quiet voice was loud in my head as her hot breath tickled my ear. 
 
    “Don’t spill a drop,” she snarled. My stomach fluttered as I tried to nod. I had no doubt she meant it. The truth was, Andrea scared me. And what was worse was that she had a habit of taking my failings, as she saw them, out on my wife. I shifted on my knees as she released my hair, determined to follow her instructions. No doubt she had some nefarious and depraved plans for that glass that was filling up with bodily fluids. But I hardly cared.  
 
    The women stood. Their heels clacked against the floor as they moved towards the bed, into my line of sight. Jenny’s gold dress shimmered and shone in the bedroom’s low light, and Andrea’s black outfit seemed to glow darkly. Even if I hadn’t been denied physical pleasure for weeks, the sight of the two of them would have been enough to bring me to my knees all by itself. As I watched, wide-eyed, the two beauties embraced, and kissed. They were in no hurry. I knew all the places my wife's mouth had already been that night, but that didn’t stop Andrea any more than it would have stopped me as the younger woman explored my wife’s mouth with her tongue. Already, Jenny was making soft little moans in her throat as Andrea caressed her body, sliding her hands over Jenny’s hips before plucking at the high hem of her tight dress. The leather of Andrea’s pants shone blackly in contrast to my wife’s fingers as she gripped Andrea’s incredible ass, and I felt the familiar sting of jealousy as they taunted and teased me with what I couldn’t have. They were both absolutely gorgeous. As a married man, I would have to favor my wife over her girlfriend. Besides, the issue was complicated by the fact that I was in love with Jenny, and not Andrea. But Andrea was the hottest woman I had ever seen besides Jenny, and there they both were, enjoying each other’s bodies while I helplessly watched. Even for a man who has become used to being denied, to being teased and taunted, it was hard t take. I swallowed the groans that tried to rise in my throat as I watched the women begin to undress one another. 
 
    Jenny’s dress sprang up around her waist as Andrea tugged it upwards, the elastic fabric snapping back into position after being stretched out all night by the gorgeous swell of Jenny’s hips. My wife mewled like a kitten as Andrea peeled her dress upwards, raising her arms above her head so her girlfriend could strip her completely. Her pussy shone between her legs, wet already at the thought of what was about to happen. Funny; I had put panties on her myself before she went out to meet Andrea. The thought was fleeting, and irrelevant, drowned out by my desire. They’d been left somewhere in the course of the night’s escapades. I might never know where. It hardly mattered. 
 
    Andrea tossed the dress aside. Jenny was naked now, but for the strapless push-up bra that held her breasts high up on her chest. Andrea bent her long neck, her dark hair flowing like satin over the two of them as she kissed and fondled my wife’s breasts, making Jenny moan anew. Jenny’s fingers were clumsy with lust as she reached for the buttons at the front of her lover’s pants, struggling to get the tight garment open. The buttons sprang free, one by one, and Jenny giggled softly to herself as she slid Andrea’s pants down over her hips. Andrea wiggled free of the trousers, simultaneously peeling her shimmering halter neck top off and dropping it to the floor. As Jenny deftly unfastened Andrea’s bra, her boobs sprang free, almost pushing the bra away. This was one area, even I had to concede, where Andrea had my wife beat. Jenny has a very pleasant and well-formed set of boobs. But Andrea’s rack is magnificent. Big and round and voluptuous, her breasts stood out proudly from her chest, defying gravity as her hard nipples sought the sky. She was twenty three, after all, and her breasts were still firm and perky despite their impressive size. I couldn’t keep myself from gasping at the sight, a fresh string of precum dripping from my dick as it throbbed hungrily. Smirking Andrea cast a quick glance my way out of the corner of her eye. She loved this, I knew. She loved the fact that I was so attracted to her, and she so rarely let me so much as touch her. She preferred my wife to do that. And Jenny wasn’t complaining. I whined again as I watched my wife lower her mouth to Andrea’s tits, sucking one of her big nipples between her lips and making the young woman moan in delight. Jenny’s free hand ran up the inside of Andrea’s thigh, rubbing her through the front of her black panties while she continued to kiss and lick her magnificent boobs.  
 
    And then, something happened. Something that had never happened before, in the year that had passed since we first took Andrea home in what was originally supposed to be a present for me. I felt light-headed, suddenly hyperventilating. My clenched fists shook at either end of the footboard they were tied to. Every muscle in my body seemed to tighten at once, and I moaned in both pleasure and despair as I tried to get myself back under control. It was too late. The vision of lesbian love in front of me combined with the pictures I had been sent, my wife sucking anonymous cock in the bathroom of a bar - everything crowded in at once, and the blood roared in my ears, and my balls grew tight against my body. With a loud cry, I shook and convulsed and came, spurting my seed across the floor in front of me. 
 
    The women stopped. Two beautiful faces turned to look at me, green eyes and black both wide with wonder. As my orgasm swept through me, my cheeks reddened with shame. The glass beneath me grew full as the last of my cum fell in fat hot drops from the end of my softening cock. 
 
    “Did - did you just cum?” Jenny asked. 
 
    “Yes,” I nodded, panting shallowly. There was no point pretending otherwise. The evidence was all over the floor in front of me. 
 
    “Oh my God!” Jenny cackled in delight. “That’s too funny! I can’t believe you came just from watching us!” 
 
    “Men,” Andrea said scornfully, smiling even as she shook her head and tutted. “No wonder I got you to like pussy so much. You’re married to a premature ejaculator.” 
 
    “Well, I guess it’s just you and me then,” Jenny shrugged, turning back to her lover. I raised my head to watch while my skin burned with shame, my inadequacies compounded by the humiliating display. It had been so long. I had waited for this night for weeks. And now I had ruined it. 
 
    Andrea stepped away from Jenny. She hooked her thumbs under the waistband of her black lace panties and pulled them down in one smooth motion. Stepping out of them, she approached me as I kneeled in abject shame, the underwear stretched between her two hands. Her dark eyes glittered, the way they always did when she was in control. Which was always. 
 
    “Here,” she gloated. “I want you to smell how wet your wife makes me, cum boy. I want you to sniff my panties while we fuck like the pathetic little perv you are.” She stretched her panties over my head, positioning the damp crotch right on top of my nose. Every breath I took was laden with her intoxicating scent. Jenny hooted with laughter at my humiliation, and Andrea beamed, pleased with herself. My soft cock, dangling uselessly between my legs, twitched as I inhaled the fragrance of my wife’s girlfriend’s pussy.  
 
    “OK,” Andrea said. She stepped back towards Jenny, and my wife cried out as Andrea seized a handful of her golden hair. “Get on the bed and eat my cunt, slut,” Andrea snarled, shoving Jenny onto the mattress. Jenny barely had time to get into position before Andrea was on top of her, pinning her down. My wife lay with her head on the pillow, her feet in front of my face, and Andrea sat on top of her, lowering her wet pussy beneath its black triangle of pubic hair right onto Jenny’s eager mouth.  
 
    “Mmmm,” Andrea purred, “that’s right. Show me what that slut mouth can do. Make me cum while your husband watches.” Jenny’s hands gripped Andrea’s creamy thighs as though she was trying to press herself as deep as she could into the other woman’s pussy. I could see Jenny’s breasts rising and falling in the bra she still wore as she panted, the wet sounds of her busy mouth filling the bedroom over Andrea’s satisfied moans. Beneath fluttering eyelids, Andrea stared directly at me, a challenge in her bold gaze that I was hardly able to meet. I watched as she caressed her own heavy boobs, grabbing and squeezing and playing with her rock-hard nipples as my wife pleasured her, and my cock began to slowly swell again at the sight.  
 
    “Oh, that’s it,” Andrea purred. “Your wife’s a good pussy eater, cuck. I’ve trained her to be my perfect little dyke slave. Haven’t I, slut?” Andrea leaned forward to deliver two quick slaps to Jenny’s quivering breasts, one to each of them, and Jenny yelped into Andrea’s pussy as she made muffled noises of agreement. Andrea smiled darkly as she settled back into position.  
 
    “Spread your legs, slut,” Andrea ordered. Immediately, Jenny parted her thighs wide, and I stared at her pussy as it came into view. Neatly trimmed by me, it shone with moisture, her lips pink and swollen and unbearably desirable as she writhed beneath her beautiful mistress. My mouth was watering at the sight, and as my cock rose back to full hardness, I tried to position myself above the glass again to keep my flowing precum from reaching the floor.  
 
    “See that pussy?” Andrea said. Her eyelids were half-closed now, but her dark eyes still glittered beneath artificially thickened lashes as she stared at me. “Who owns that pussy?” I took a deep breath, inhaling the scent of the pussy my wife was so eagerly licking before making my reply. 
 
    “You do, Andrea,” I said with a sigh. Andrea’s eyes closed fully, and I watched her squeeze her nipples in her hands as a shudder passed through her entire body. 
 
    “Again,” she panted, her black hair cascading down her back as she threw back her head, “say it again!” 
 
    “You own that pussy, Andrea,” I said, while the scarves bit into my wrists. “You own my wife’s pussy. It’s yours. She’s your slut, your lesbian fucktoy. I could never fuck her like you do.” 
 
    “Ooooohhh!” Andrea wailed, and her breasts juddered as her body shook from the powerful sensations of orgasm. I heard the change in the noises Jenny’s mouth was making, the sudden release of copious juices as Andrea came in Jenny’s mouth. My cock surged as I watched my wife’s girlfriend cum, and my heart throbbed. Because I knew, as powerful as her orgasm had been, that she was far from done. 
 
    As the wave of ecstasy swept over naked Andrea, she rolled over my wife. Jenny panted and gasped, sucking in air as she gulped and swallowed. Her face shone with Andrea’s orgasm, and her own pussy was leaking juices as steadily as my cock was once again producing lubrication. The air hummed with desire and frustration, the three of us drunk with lust and ready for anything. Andrea rolled off the bed, and I turned my head to watch her move towards our special drawer. The one where we kept the growing selection of toys that Andrea had us purchase. I heard her rummage around, and find what she was looking for, and she stepped back into my line of sight so that I could see her slipping one end of a large fake penis into her dripping snatch. The fake cock rose proudly into the air as she tightened its straps around her hips, giving a lift to her smooth buttocks. Jenny raised her head from the pillow and grinned as she watched her lover approach, the fake cock swaying from side to side.  
 
    “Since you’re such a cock-hungry whore,” Andrea said, “I think you ought to take care of this, don’t you?” She didn’t wait for a reply. Climbing back onto the bed, she positioned herself on top of Andrea again, still facing me. I heard Jenny gulp as Andrea pushed the cock into her mouth, sliding it inch by inch down her trembling throat. I could only imagine how sore her mouth must already be, but Jenny took her lover’s cock without complaint. And Andrea hovered above her on hands and knees, big boobs swaying beneath her as she fucked my wife’s mouth. 
 
    “That’s it, whore,” she cooed, but her eyes were fixed on mine as she plowed Jenny’s face. “Suck that cock like you sucked all those cocks in the bar, you dirty slut.” Jenny’s hands gripped the back of Andrea’s thighs as she gulped and gagged, but Andrea did not let up. And Jenny’s pussy continued to flow right in front of my face as she let herself be used by Andrea.  
 
    “Look at your whore wife.” Andrea leaned forward, her cock still buried in Jenny’s throat, and I gasped as I watched her breasts pressed against Jenny’s quivering stomach. Andrea leaned further forward, sweeping her inky hair back from her face, her teeth showing white as she smiled at me. Her hips continued to thrust her cock in and out of Jenny’s mouth, and as she reached forward to trace her fingers lightly across the lips of my wife’s exposed pussy, I saw Jenny’s body spasm. Her lips quivered visibly as a fat drop of her juices slid out between them.  
 
    “Such a little whore,” Andrea chuckled. I didn’t even try to suppress a moan of abject desire as Andrea extended her tongue and licked the hard nub of Jenny’s clit. Jenny cried out around the cock the filled her mouth, and Andrea stared me right in the face while she ate my wife’s pussy. In no time at all, Jenny was thrashing and moaned, her shaking thighs glistening with her juices. At close range, I watched her cum, the smell of her orgasm mingling with the smell of Andrea’s panties. Andrea’s cock slipped free of Jenny’s mouth, and my wife’s cries of sexual delight rang back from the white walls. Never in my life had I produced such sounds from her, and my skin burned like fire as I watched Andrea take her to heights of pleasure I couldn’t hope to reach.  
 
    As Jenny’s orgasm subsided, Andrea rolled off her. She crawled towards me across the bed, and seized the back of my head. I was shocked when she kissed me. Andrea never kissed me. It was rare enough these days for her to touch me, and when she did, it was never affectionate. But now her tongue invaded my mouth, just as it had invaded my wife’s, and I could taste Jenny’s cum on her tongue as I kissed her back while my cock throbbed as though it had never been soft. 
 
    “How does that whore’s pussy taste?” Andrea mocked, still holding my head as the kiss broke. 
 
    “Good,” I panted. 
 
    “You want some more?” she teased. 
 
    “Yes please.” Andrea grinned, her face mere inches from mine. 
 
    “So polite,” she chuckled. Releasing my head, she kneeled. Shuffling across the bed, she loomed over Jenny again. My wife was splayed out, recovering from the orgasm that had overwhelmed her, and she moaned loudly as Andrea rubbed her fake cock over Jenny’s slippery gash. The dildo’s thick head slipped momentarily between Jenny’s slick lips, making her moan in pleasure. But it didn’t last long. Andrea’s cock shone as she pulled it away from my wife. Holding it in her hand and rubbing slightly, just as though it was real, she came towards me again. 
 
    “Here,” she said. “Show me your wife’s not the only cock-sucking whore in this house.” I didn’t even pause. Andrea grabbed the back of my head, and slid the dildo into my mouth, and I sucked and licked like a pro as I searched out every trace of my wife’s wetness. Behind Andrea, I saw Jenny sit up to watch. Her fingers strayed between her legs as our eyes met. While Andrea gently rocked her hips back and forth, and I gulped and gasped around the cock in my mouth, Jenny’s fingers danced over her pussy as she pleasured herself.  
 
    “Slut,” Andrea suddenly barked, “get that glass off the floor.” Fear and disgust bloomed in my guts as my wife followed Andrea’s orders. The cup was half-full of both cum and precum as Jenny picked it up from between my legs and brought it over to Andrea. Andrea’s cock slid free of my sore mouth, and my eyes widened as she tipped the glass, pouring a generous helping of my own fluids onto her cock. As she set the glass aside, I knew what was coming. But I couldn’t resist. Andrea held my nose, still covered by her panties, until I opened my mouth to breathe. Then she rammed her cock inside. I’m ashamed to say that it wasn’t the first time I’d tasted my own cum. But it was the most humiliating yet. 
 
    “Suck that cock, bitch boy,” Andrea growled. “Look at you two cocksuckers. Maybe next time, I’ll take you to the glory hole too, and we can see who swallows more cum, you or your wife. Get over here, slut.” As Andrea pulled her cock free from my mouth again, Jenny crawled towards us. Her pretty face filled my vision as she approached, and Andrea tipped the cup again, pouring more cum onto her glistening cock. 
 
    “Clean it up, sluts,” she ordered. Jenny wasted no time. Her tongue wrapped around Andrea’s cock as she slurped up my fluids. After a moment’s hesitation, I did the same. Andrea crowed with laughter as she watched us debase ourselves for her amusement. 
 
    “I should pimp the two of you out,” she mocked. “My personal husband and wife cock-sucking team. Just a couple of cum-hungry sluts, aren’t you?”  
 
    “Yes, Andrea,” Jenny said meekly, and I echoed a beat behind. 
 
    “Fuck, this is hot,” Andrea growled. Abruptly, her cock disappeared from view as she backed away. Jenny smiled encouragingly at me while the mattress moved beneath her. She leaned forward, and our lips met, the taste of both of our orgasms mingling in our mouths. Then Jenny gasped. I looked up, past her crouching body. Andrea was behind my wife, holding her by the hips. At close range, I watched Jenny’s eyes roll back in her head while Andrea’s big cock slid into her dripping pussy.  
 
    “You fucking slut,” Andrea growled, gripping Jenny’s hips tightly as she fucked her. The bed lurched beneath them as Andrea threw her whole body against my wife, her breasts swaying wildly on her chest. “You love my cock, don’t you? Much better than your husband’s.” 
 
    “Oh, fuck, yes Andrea!” Jenny howled, her breath hot on my face as her eyes closed in bliss. “You fuck me so much better than he does! Your cock is so much bigger than his! Oh, fuck me Andrea!” A broad smile shone on her face as she submitted, swept up in the ecstasy of the moment. I could hear Andrea’s body slapping against hers, the whole bed rocking with me tied to it, and as a series of convulsions seized my wife, I knew she was about to cum again.  
 
    “Whose slut are you?” Andrea demanded. 
 
    “Yours!” Jenny shrieked. “Oh God, Andrea, I’m yours! Oooohhh!” Jenny cried out as she came, her pleasure running down her thighs to soak the mattress beneath her as she thrashed and wailed. Her knuckles went white as she gripped the bars of the footboard either side of my red face. My cock throbbed and surged as I watched her cum, more powerfully even than last time, panting and sobbing under Andrea’s assault. With a lengthy groan, Jenny collapsed onto the mattress, her bright hair plastered to her forehead with sweat. She shook and trembled as Andrea pulled free.  
 
    The younger woman stood. Her legs were shaking too, I noticed, and her breasts still bounced with every breath she took. But the glow in her eyes told me she wasn’t done yet. She stared at me as she unbuckled the strap on cock, a slight shudder passing through her beautiful body as she pulled the end free of her sex before dropping the shining implement to the floor. I could hardly meet her gaze as she stared me down. My stomach churned as I wondered what devious sexual torment she had planned for me next.  
 
    Andrea crossed the floor behind me. Jenny lifted her head from the mattress as Andrea circled around towards her. I watched Andrea’s black hair merge with Jenny’s blonde as she pressed her lips to my wife’s ear. Once again, both sets of female eyes were upon me, black and green, emerald and jet. Jenny’s eyes lit up as Andrea whispered in her ear, and hope and fear went to war with one another in my vibrating heart as I wondered what was next. 
 
    Andrea stood. Jenny followed. The women walked around behind me, and I felt them each tugging at the scarves that bound me. My hands were free as the scarves fell away, but each woman continued to hold one of my wrists as they pulled me to my feet. I didn’t try to break free. Why would I? My cock swayed just as Andrea’s had done as the two kinky beauties led me towards the bed. 
 
    “It’s your lucky night,” Andrea smirked as she pulled me down with her onto the mattress. In seconds, she was on top of me, her knees pressing my arms into the bed as she straddled my face, facing my feet. Her wet pussy hovered above me, shining between her legs like some legendary treasure, and I panted and drooled beneath her. Her panties still clung to my face, and the smell of her was almost overpowering now, with her wet sex mere inches above me. 
 
    Jenny climbed onto the bed, the mattress sinking beneath her as she straddled my waist. I cried out as I felt her hand on my erection, and my own eyes rolled back in my skull as she guided my cock to the pussy it had so long been denied. Flat on my back between two beautiful woman, I was on the outskirts of heaven. 
 
    “Now, don’t cum too soon and ruin your slut wife’s fun,” Andrea warned. Her pussy filled my vision as I gazed up into the darkness between her legs. “You’re going to lick me until I cum no matter what. But the longer you can keep yourself from cumming, the less time we’ll keep you in chastity afterwards. So if you want to cum again between now and Christmas, I suggest you exercise some self control.” Before I had time to reply, Andrea spread her knees and lowered her pussy onto my face. The taste of her arousal was divine as it filled my mouth, and I plunged my tongue gratefully inside while she began to moan in a low voice. A moment later, it was my turn to moan as Jenny settled herself on my cock, her wet walls gripping my member tightly. The moans of both women flooded the sex-scented air as they bounced up and down on top of me. My whole world was reduced to the twin sensations of pussy on my face and pussy on my cock. Trapped beneath them, I was no more than a vehicle for their mutual pleasure, and I couldn’t be happier.  
 
    My balls boiled. I could feel my orgasm surging inside me, but I remembered Andrea’s words. Sucking in fragrant air through the fabric of her panties, I tried everything I could not to cum, despite the rampant desire welling up inside of me. And as I struggled desperately with myself, I felt Andrea’s damp thighs tighten around my head. I could feel her pussy convulse against my tongue, and the sudden wetness that filled my mouth while she moaned above me and ground her sex into my face. Andrea came with a loud shout, and I felt Jenny’s pussy clench around my cock in response to her girlfriend’s cry of ecstasy. I balled my hands into fists as a surge of arousal roared through me, and a few seconds later, I felt Jenny cum. Her pussy gripped my cock tightly, and the sensations were amazing as her spasming vaginal walls rippled around me, and I couldn’t hold back any longer. Roaring my long-denied bliss into Andrea’s pussy, I pumped my cum deep into Jenny’s twitching pussy, emptying myself more thoroughly than I would ever have thought possible as I thrashed and moaned on the bed. With a loud sigh, Andrea rolled off me, flopping down on the mattress beside me while her cum cooled on my face. A moment later, Jenny rose from my softening cock and lay on my other side, her hand on my swelling chest.   
 
    For long minutes, the three of us lay there in silence. For perhaps the first time in my life, I can honestly say that there wasn’t a thought in my head. Nothing. Just an echoing and contented emptiness, as though every other thought had fled in the face of my monstrous lust, and now that that was gone, I was totally cleaned out. My bright nerve endings winked out one by one, like lights going out all along a suburban street. Slowly, my breathing returned to normal. 
 
    “Happy anniversary, honey,” said Jenny. Raising her head from the mattress, she bent over me, her long hair tickling my chest as we kissed. 
 
    “Happy anniversary, Al,” Andrea added. Like some weird mirror image, she repeated Jenny’s movement, bending over me to kiss me every bit as tenderly as my wife had. I wrapped my arms around both women. As the sky outside began to brighten with the approach of sunrise, we fell asleep together, glowing with the weary contentment of a long-awaited orgasm.  
 
    It had been one hell of a year.  
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